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THE MAN OF FEELING.

CHAPTER XII.
Of ‘Worldly Interests,

THERE are certain interests which the world supposes every
man to bave, and which therefore are ‘properly enough termed
worldly ; but the world is apt to make an erroncous estimate.
Ignorant of the dispositions which constitute our happiness or
misery, it brings to an wndistinguished scale the means of the
one, as connected with power, wealth, or grandeur, and of
the other with their contraries. Philosophers and poets have
often protested against this decision ; but their arguments have
been despised as declamatory, or ridiculed as romantic.

There are never wanting to-a young man some grave and
prudent friends to set him right in this particular, if he'need it ;
to watch his ideas as they arise, and point them to those objects
which a wise man should never forget.

Harley did not want for some monitors of this sort. He was
frequently told of men, whose fortunes enabled them to command
all the luxuries of life, whose fortunes were of their owa acquire-
ment; bis envy was excited by a description of their happiness,
and his emulation by a recital of the means which had procured it.

Harley was apt 10 -hear those lectures with indifference ; nay,
sometimes they got the better of his temper; and as the instances
were not always amiable, provoked, on his part, some reflections,
which I am persuaded his good nature would else have avoided.

Indeed, I have observed one ingredient, somewhat necessary
in a man’s composition towards happiness, which people of feel-
ing would do well to acquire,—a certain respect for the follies
of mankind ; for there are so many fools, whom the opinion of

-the world entitles to regard, whom accident has placed in heights
of which they are unworthy, that he who cannot restrain his con-
tempt or indignation at the sight, will be too oflen quarrelling with
the diposal of things to relish that share which is allotted to him-
self. I do not mean, however, to insinuate this to have been
the case With Harley; on the contrary, if we might rely on his
own testimony, the cenceptions he had of pomp and grandeur
served to endear the state which Providence had assigned him.

He lost his father, the last surviving of his parents, as I have
already related, when he was aboy. The good man, from a fear
of offending, as well as from a regard to his son, had named him a
variety of guardians ; one consequence of which was, that they
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seldom met at all to consider the affairs of their ward; and
when they did meet, their opinions were so opposite, that the only
possible method of conciliation was, the mediatory power of a
dinner and a bottle, which commonly interrupted, not ended, the
dispute ; and after that interruptign ceaped, left the consulting
parties in a condition not very proper for adjusting it. His edu-
,cation, therefore, had been but indifferently attended to; and, after
being taken from a country school, at which he bad been boarded,
the young gentlemanwas suffered to be his own master in the sub-
sequent branches of literature, with some assistance from the par-
son of the parish, in' languages and philosophy, and from fhe ex-
ciseman, in-arithmetic apd book-keeping. One of his guardians,
indeed, who, in his youth, had.been an, inhabitant of the Temple,
set him to read Coke upon Lyttleton ; a book which is very prop-
erly put into the hands of beginners in that science, as #ts sim
plicity is accommodated to their understandings, and its size to
their inclination. He profited but little by the perusal; but it
wags not without its use in the family; for his maiden aunt applied
it commonly to the landable purpose. of. pressing her rebellious
linens to the folds she had allotted them. .. . :
There were particularly two ways of inereasing his. fortune,
which might kave.occurred. to people of less:foresight than.the
counsellors we bave mentioned. One of these was, the pros-
pect of bhis succeeding to an-old lady, a distant relation, who
was known to be possessed of a very large sum in the stocks.;
but in this their hopes were disappointed; for the young man
‘was so_untoward in his disposition, that, notwithstanding . the
instructions he daily received, his visits rather tended to alienate
than gain the good-will of his kinswoman... He sometimes looked
grave when_ the old lady told the jokes of her youth: he of-
ten refused to eat when she pressed him, and was seldom or
never provided with sugar-candy or liquorice when she was
seized with a fit of coughing ; nay, he had once the rudeness to
fall asleep, while she was describing the composition and yirtues
of ber favorite cholic-water. . In short, he accommodated him-
self so ill to her humor, that she. died, and did not leaye him a
..The other method pointed out to him was, an endeavor to
get a lease of some crown-lands, which lay contiguous to his
little paternal estate. This, it was imagined, might be easily

procured as the crown did not draw so much rent as Harley-

could afford to give, with very considerable profit to himself’;
and the then lessee had rendered himself so obnoxious to the
ministry, by the disposal of his vote at an election, that he could
not expect a renewal. This, however, needed some interest
with the great, which Harley or his father never possessed.
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His neighbor, Mr. Walton, having heard of this affair, gen-
erously offered his assistance to accomplish it. He told him,
d\atthoughhehadlongbeenammgertocoumus,yethebo-
lieved there were some of them who might pay regard to his
recommendation ; and that, if he thought it worth the while to
take a Loondon journey upon the business, he would furnish him
with a letter of introduction to a baronet of his acquaintance,
who had a great deal to. say with the first Lord of.the Treasury.

When lus friends heard of this eoffer, they pressed him with
the utimost earmestness to accept of it. They did not fail to
enumerate the many advantages which a certain degree of spirit
and assurance gives a man who would make -a figure in the
world ; they repeated their instances of good fortune in others,
ascribed them al] to a happy forwardness of disposition ; and
made so eopuons a recital of the disadvantages which attended
the opposite weakness, that a stranger who bad heard them would
bave been led to imagine, that in the British code thero was some
disqualifying statute a.gauut any citizea who should be convicted

of —modesty. :

Harley, though- he had no great relish for the attempt, yet
could not resist the terrent of motives that assaulted him ; and
as he needed but little preparation for his Jomey, a day,
very dnstant, was fixed for his departure. .

CHAPTER XIIL
"The Man of Feeling in Love.

~THue day before that on which he set out, he went to take leave
of Mr. Walton. We would conceal nothing ; there was an-
other person of the family to whom also the visit was intended
on whose account, perhaps, there were some tenderer feelings -
in the bosom of Harley, than his gratitude for the friendly netice
of that gentleman (though he was seldom deficient in that virtue)
could inspire. Mr. Walton had a daughter, and such a daugh-
ter ! .we will attempt some description of her by and by. ‘
Harley’s notions of the beautiful, were'not always to be defined
nor indeed such as the world would always assent to, though we
could define them. A blush, a phrase of affability to an inferior,
a tear at a moving tale, were to him, like the cestus of Cytherea,
unequalled in conferring beauty. For all these, Miss Walton
was romarkable ; -but as these, like the abovemenuoned cestus,
3
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are perbaps still more powerful, when. the wearer is possessed
of some degree of beauty, commonly so.called ; it happened,
that from this cause they had more than usual power in the per-
son of that young lady.

- She was now awrived at that perod of life which takes, or is
supposed to take, from the flippancy of girlhood those spritli-
nesses with which some good-natured old maids ohlige the world
at threescore. , Sha had been ushered.into life.(as that word is
uged in the dialect of St. James’s) at seveuteen, her father being
then in Parliament, and living in Londop. At seventeen, there-
fare, she had been 8 universal toast ; -her health, now sh® was
fonr-and-twenty, was only drank by those who.new -her face at
least. Her complexion was suellowed into a paleness, which
certainly took from her beauty ; but agreed, at least Harley used
to say so, with the pensive softness of her mind.. Her eyes
were of that gestle hazel color which is rather mild than pierc-
ing ;- and, except when they were lighted up by goed humor,
which was frequently the case, were supposed by the fine gen-
tlemen to want fire. Her air and manner were elegant in the
highest degree, and were as.sure of commanding. respect, as
their mistress was far from demanding it. Her voice was in-
expressibly soft ; i was accordmg to that mcomparable simile
of Otway’s,
: ——¢like the shepherd’s pipe upon the mountains.
‘When all his little flock’s at fe  before him.”

The effect it had upon Harley, himself used to paint ridicu-
lously enough; and ascribed it to powers which few believed,
and nobody cared for.

Her conversation was always cheerful but rarely witty ; and,
without the smallest_affectation of learning,.had as much senti-
ment in it as would have puzzled a Turk, upon his principles of
female - materialism, to sccount- for. . .Her- beneficence was
unhounded ; indeed, the natusal tenderness of her heart might
hawe .been argued by the. frigidity of a caswist, a3, detracting
from her virtue.in this respeet, fox her
not -a principle 3. but minds like Harley’s ara not very.apt to
make this distinction, and generally give our virjue .credit for
all that benevolence .which is instinctive in our nature,.

As her father had for some years retired to the country, Harley
had frequent oppertunities of seeing her. He looked on her -
for some time merely with that. respect- and admiration. which
her appearance -saemed to demand, and the opinion of, others .
conferred upon her. From this cauee, perbaps, and from that
extreme sensibility of which we bave taken frequent notice,
Harley was remarkably silent in her presence. He heard her
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sentiments with peculiar attention, sometimes with looks very
expressive of approbation, but seldom declared his opinion on
the subject, much less. made compliments to the lady on the
justness of her remarks. :

From this very reason it was, that Miss Walton frequently
took more particular notice of him than of other visitors, who, by
the laws of precedency, were better entitled to it. It was a
mode of politeness she bhad peculiarly studied, to bring to the
line of that equality, which is ever necessary for the ease of our
guests, those whose sensibility had placed them below it.

Harley saw this ; for though he was a child in the drama of
of the world, yet was it not altogether owing to a want of knowl-
edge on his part ;" on the contrary, the most delicate conscious-
ness of propriety often kindled. that blush which marred the
performance of it. 'This raised his ‘esteem something above
what the most sanguine descriptions of her geodness had been
able to do; for certain it'is, that notwithstanding the labored
definitions which very wise men have given us of the inherent
beauty of virtue, we are always inclined to think her handsomest
when she condescends to stile upon ourselves.

It would be trite to observe the easy gradation from esteem
to love. In the bosom of Harley there scarte needed a transi~
tion ; for there were certain seasons when his ideas were flushed
to a degree much above their. common complexion. In times
not credulous of inspiration, we should account for this from
some natural cause ;. but we do not mean to account for it at
all. It were sufficient to describe its effects ; but they were
sometimes so ludicrous, as might derogate from the dignity of
the sensations which produeed thems to describe,, They we-e
treated, indeed, as-such by most of Harley’s‘sober friends, who
often laughed very heartily at the %s of the real
Harley, when the different faculties, which sho ve prevented
them, were entirely occupied by the ideal. " In some of these
paroxysims- of fancy, Miss Walton did not fail to be introduced ;1

picture which had been drawn amidst the surrounding
objects of unnoticed levity, was now singled out to be viewed
through the medium of romantic imagination. It was improved
of course, and esteem was a word inexpressive of the feelings
which it excited, T

-
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CHAPTER XIV.
He sets out on his Journey.—The Beggar and his Dog,

Hgz had taken leave of his aunt on thie eve of his intended de
arture; but the good lady’s affection for her nephew interrupted
Eer sleep, and, early as it was next morning when Harley came
down stairs to set out, he found her in the parlor with a tear on
her cheek, and her caudle-cup in her hand. She knew enough
of physic to prescribe against going abroad of a merning with
an empty stomach. She gave her blessing with the draught ;
her instructions she had delivered the night before. They. con-
sisted mostly of negatives ; for London, in her idea, was so
replete with temptatlons, that it needed the whole armor of her
friendly cautions to repel their attacks.
Peter stood at the door. We have mentioned this faithful
fellow formerly. ‘Harley’s father had taken him up an orphan,

" and saved him from being cast on the parish ; and he had ever

since remaiged in the service of him and of his son. . Harle
shook him by the hand as he passed, smiling, as if he had said,
«I will not weep.” He sprung hastily into the chaise that waited
for him : Peter folded up the steps. My dear master,” said
he, shaking the solitary lock that hung on either side of his head,
] have been told as how London is a sad place.” He was .
choaked with the thdught, and his benedxcuon could not be heard;
but it shall be heard, honest Peter! where these teara will add
to its energy.

In a few hours Harley reached the inn where he proposed
breakfasting ; but the fulness of his heart would not suffer him
to eat a morsel. He walked out on the road, and gaining a -
little height, stood gazing on the quarter he had left. - He looked
for his wonted prospect, his fields, his woads, and his hills ;
they were lost in the distant clouds ! He penciled them on the

ds, and bade them farewell with a sigh!-

He sat down on a large stone to take out a little pebble from

 nis shoe, when he saw, at some distance, a beggar approaching

him. He had on a loose sort of coat, mended with different
colored rags, amongst which the blue, and the russet were pre-
dominant. He had a short knotty stick in his hand, and on the
top of it was stuck a ram’s horn ; his knees, (though he was no
pilgrim) had worn the stuff of his breeches ; he wore no shoes,
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and his stockings had entirély lost that part of them which would
have covered his feet and ancles ; in his face, however, was the
plump appearance of good humor; he walked a good round
pace, and a crook-legged dog trotted st his heels.

« Our delicacies,” said Harley to himself, « are fantastic ;
they are not in nature ! that beggar walks over the sharpest of
these stomes barefooted, whilst I have lost the mest delightful
dream in the world, from the smallest of them happening to get
into my shoe.”—The beggar had by this time come up, and,
pulling off a piece of hat, asked charity of Hatley ; the dog
began to-beg too:—it was impossible to resist both; and, in
truth, the want of - shoes and stockings had made both unneces-
sary, for Harley had destined sixpence for him befure. The
beggar, on receiving it, poured forth blessings without number ;
and, with a sort of smile on his countenance, said to Harley,
¢ that if he. wanted to have his fortune told”-——Harley turmed his
eye briskly on the beggar; it was an unpromising look for the
subject of a prediction; and silenced the prophet immediately.
¢ [ would much rather learn,” said Harley, ¢ what it is in your
power to tell me. Your trade must be an entertaining one ; sit
down on this stone, and let me know something of your profes-
sion; I have often thought of turning fortuneteller for a week
or two myself.” . - .

“ Master,” replied the beggar, #1 like your frankness much;
God knows I had the humor of phin dealing in me from a child :
but threre is no deing with it in this world; we must live as we
can ; and lying is, as you call it, nty profession; but I was in
some sort forced to the trade, for I dealt once in telling truth.

% I was a laborer, Sir, and gained as much as to make me

live. I never laid by, indeed ; for I was reckoned a piece of a -

wag, and your wags, I take it, are seldom rich; Mr. Harley.”
« So,” said Harley, “ you seem to know me.” ¢ Ay, there are
few folks in the country that I don’t know something of : How
should I tell fortunes else1” ¢ True¢ ; but to go on with your
story ; you were a laborer you say, and a wag: your industry,
I suppose, you left with your old trade; but your humor you
preserve to be of use to you in your new.” -

“ What signifies sadness, Sir ; a man grows lean on’t. Butl
was brought to my idleness by degrees ; first I could not work,
and it went against my stomach to work ever after. I was
seized with a jail-fever at the time of the assizes being in the
country where I lived ; for I was always curious to get ac-
quainted with the felons, because they are commonly fellows ol
much mirth and little thought, qualities I had ever an esteem for.
In the height of this fever, Mr. Harley, the house where I lay
took fire, and burnt to the ground. I was carried out in that

3*
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condition, and lay all the rest of my illness'in a burn. 1 got the
better of my disease, however; but I was so weak that I spit
blood whenever I attempted to work. I had no relation living
that I knew of, and I never kept a friend above a week, when 1
was able to joke. I seldom rempined above six months in a
parish, so that I might have died before I had found a settlement
in any. Thus I was forced to beg my bread, and a sorry trade
I bave found it, Mr. Harley. 1 told all my misfortunes truly,
but they were seldom believed; and the few who gave me a
halfpenny as’they passed, did it with a shake of the head, and an
injunction not to trouble them with a long story. In short, I
found that people doir’t care to give alms without some security
for their money ; a wooden leg, or a withered arm, is a sort of
draught upon heaven for those who ‘choose to have-their money
placed to account there ; so I changed my plan, and, instead of
telling my own misfortunes, began to prophesy happiness to
others. This I found by much the better way : folks will always
listen when the tale is their own; and of many who say they do
not believe in fortunetelling, I have known few on whom it had
not a very sensible effect. I pick up the names of their ac-
quaintance ; amours and little squabbles are easilygleaned among
servants and neighbors ; and indeed people themselves are the
best intelligencers in the world for our purpose : they dare not

wlkus_fg%rh?!_rw E_eevery one _is anxious to hear
_ what they wish fo believe; and_they who repeat it, to latigh at

it'when they have done, are generally more serious than thelr

. hearers are apt to imagine. With a tolerable good memory,
.and some share of cunning; with the help of walking a-nights

over heaths and church-yards ; with this, and showing the tricks
of that there dog, whom I stole from the serjeant of a marching
regifment, (and by the'way he can steal too upon occasion,) I
make shift to pick up a livelihood. My trade, indced, is none
of the honestest; yet people are not much cheated neither, who
give 4 few halfpence for a prospect of happiness, which I have
heard some persons say is all a man can arrive at in this world,
But I must bid you good-day, sir; for I have three miles to

" walk before noon, to inform some boarding-school young ladies,

whether their husbands are to be peers of the realm, or captains
in the army: a question which I promised to answer them by
that time.”

Harley had drawn a shilling from his pocket; but Virtue
bade him to -consider on whom he was going to bestow it.—
Virtue held back his arm :—but a milder form, a younger sister
of Virtue’s, not so severe as Virtue, nor so serious as Pity,
smiled upon him: his fingers lost their compression ;—nor did
Virtue offer to catch the money as it fell. It had no sooner
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reached the ground, than the watchfal cur (a trick he had been
taught) snapped it-up; and, contrary to the most approved
method of stewudshxp, delivered it lmmed(ately into the hands
of his master.

I . ' ™ *

CHAPTER XiX.

Fo makes a sccond expedition to the'Baronet's:—The laadable ambition
C ofw young man td be thought something by the world. .

‘We have telated; in a'fdrmor ehapter, the little suceess of his
firet vinit'to the. great man, for whom he had the introductory
letter ferom Mrn Walton.: Ta people of equal sensibility, the
influence of those trifles we mentioned on -his deportment will
not sppear surprising ; but.to his friends in the country, they
could not be stated, nor would they -have allowed them any place
in the account. In some of their lefters, therefbre, which he
received scon aftery they expressed their surprise at his not hav-
ing been urgent-in-bis application, and again reeommended the
blushless assiduity of successful merit.

He resolved to malde another attempt at the baronet’s ; -for-
tified with higher notions of his own dignity, and with less appre-
hension of repulse. h his- way to Gresvenor-square, he began
to ruminate on the folly of mawkind, who affix those ideas of
superiogity to- nches, ich reduce the. minds of men, by nature
equal with the more fortunate, to that sort of servility which he

felt n his own. By the time he. had reached the Square, and
was walking along the pavement which led to the baronet's, he-

had brought his reasoning on the subject to such & point, that
the conclusion, by every rule of logic, should have led him to
a thorough indifference in his approaches to a fellow-mortal,
whether that fellow-mortal was pessessed of six, or six thouaand
pounds a year. . It is prebable, however, that the premises had
been improperly formed : for it is certain, that ‘when he ap-
proached the great man’s door, he felt his heart agitated by an
unusual pujsation. .

He had almost reached it, when he observed a young gentle-
man coming out, dressed in & white freck, and a red laced
waisteost, with a smell switch in his hand, which he seemed
¢o manage with a:particular good grace. As he passed him on
the steps, the strunger very politely made him a bow, which

X
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Harley returned, though he eould 'not remember ever having
seen him before. He asked Harley, in the same eivil manner,
if he was going to wait on his friend the Baronet? “for I was
just callmg,” said he, ¢« and am sorry to find that be.is gone for
some days into the count

Harley thanked him for hls mformahon and was turning
from the door, when the other observed that it would be proper
to leave his name, and very obligingly knocked for that purpose.

« Here is a gentleman, Tom, who meant to have waited on
your master.” ¢ Your name, if you please, Sir1” ¢« Harley.”
« Youw'll remember, Tom, Harley.” The door was shut. « Since
we are here,”’ said he, ¢ we shall not lose our walk, if we add a
little to it by a tum or two in Hydepark.” He accompanied
this proposal with a second bow, and Ha:ley accepted of it by
another in return.

"The conversation, as- they walked, waa biilliant on the side
of his companion. The playhouse, the opera, with every ocs

._ cturrence in high life, he seemed perfectly master of ; and talked
BRGNS 7 of some reigning beauties of quality, in a maunner the most feeling
in the world. Harley admired the happiness of his vivacity ; and,
opposite as it was to.the reserve of his own nature, began to be

ruch pleased with its effects.

Though I .am notof opinion with.some wise men, that the ex-
istence of objects depends on idea ; yet, I am convinced, that
their appearance is not a little influenced by it. 'The optics of
some minds are so unhappily constructed, as to threw a certain

shade on every picture that is presented to them ;  while those
of others, (of which number was Harley,) like the mirrors of
the ladies, bave a-wonderful effect in bettering their complex-
ions. 'Through such a medium, perhaps, he was looking on his
present companiom.

When they had finished their walk, and were returning liy the
corner of the Park, they observed a beard hung out of a win-
dow, signifying, ¢ an excellent oRDINARY on Saturdays and Sun-
days.” It happened to be Saturday, and the tablewas covered.
“ What if we should go in and dine here, if you happen not to
be engaged, Sir!” said the young gentleman. ¢ ltis not im-
possible but we shall meet with some original or other; it iz a
sort of humor I like hugely.” Harley made no objection ; and
the stranger showed him the way into the pariorn -

He was placed, by the courtesy of his introductor, in an arm-
chair that stood at one side of the fire. Over against was seated
aman of a grave considering aspect, with that look of sober pru-
dence which indicates what is commonly called & warm man. He

\6 a pretty large wig, which had once been white, but was now
{ a brownish yeliow ; his coat was one of those modest cbvlored

P N
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drabs which mock the injuriés of dust and dirt ; two jaca-boots
concealed, in part, the well-mended knees of an old pair of
buckskin breeches, while.the spotted handkerchief round his
neck, preserved at once its owner, from catching ‘cold, and his
neckcloth from being dirtied. Next him sat another man, with
a tankard in his hand, and a quid of tobacco in his cheek,
whose eye was vather more vivacious, and whose dress war
something smarter.

The first mentioncd gentleman took notice, that the room had
been so lately washed, as not to have bad time to dry; and re-
marked, that wet, lodgiug was unwholesome for man or beast.
He lookod round, at the same time, for.a poker to stir the fire
with, which, he at last observed to the company, the people of
the house had removed, in order to save their coals. The diffi-
culty,however, he overcame, by the help of Harley’s stick, saying,
“ that as they should, no doubt, pay far their fire in some shape
or otlter, he saw no reason why they should not have the use ot
it while they pat.”

The door was now opened for the admission of dinner. “1I
don’t know how it is with you, gentleruen,” said Harley’s new
acquaintance ; “but I am afraid I shall not be able to get down
a morsel at this horrid mechanical hour of dining.” He sat
down, however, and did not show any want of appetite by his
eating. He took-upon him the carving of the meat, and. criti-
cised on the goodness of the pudding.

When the table-cloth was removed, he proposed callmg for
some punch, which was readily agreed to; he seemed at first
inclined to inake it himself, but aﬁerwards changed his mind,
and left that province to the waiter, telling him to have it pure
West Iadian, or he could. not taste a drop of it.

When the puach was brought, he undertook to fill the glasses,
and call the toasts.—« The King.”—The toast naturally pro-
duced politics. It _of Englishmen to drink the

Spposite to Harley (and who by this time, partly from himself,
and partly from his acquaintapce on his left hand, was discovered
to be a grazier) observed, *that it was a shame for so many
pensioners to be allowed to take the bread qut of the mouth of
the poor.” « Ay, and provisions,” said his friend, « were never
80 dear in the memory of man; I wish the king and his coun-
sellors, would logk to thet.”” = « As for the matter of provisions,

ncighbor Wrightson,” be replied, “ I am sure the prices of cat-
tle”—A dispute would have.probably ensued, but it was pre-
vented by the spruce toast-master, who gave a sentiment; and

turning to the two politicians, “ Pray, gentlemen,” said he, “let

us have done with these musty politics : I would always leave
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them to the beer-suckers in Butcher-row.®* Come, let us have
something of the fine arts. 'That was a damn’d hard match be-
iween the Nailor and Tim Bucket. The knowing ones were
cursedly taken in there! 1 lost a cool hundred myself, faith.”

At mention of the cool hundred, the grazier threw his eyes
aslant, with a mingled look- of doubt and surprise ; while the man
ut his elbow looked arch, and gave a short emphatical sort of
cough. ’ '

%goth seemed to be silenced, however, by this intelligence ;
and, while the remainder of the punch lasted, the conversation
was wholly engrossed by the gentleman with the fine waistcoat,
who told a great many “ immense cormical stories,” and ¢ con-
founded smart things,” as he termed them, acted and spoken by
lords, ladies, and young bucks of quality, of his -acquaintance.
At last, the grazier, pulling out a watch of a very unusual size,
and telling the hour, said, that he had an appointment. «Is it
so late " said the young gentleman ; *then I am afraid I have
missed an appointment already ; but the truth is, I am cursedly
given to missing of appointments 1

When the grazier and- he were gone, Harley turned to the
remaining persenage, and asked him, if-he knew that young gen-
tleman? ¢ A gentleman?” said he ; “ay, he is one of your
gentlemen, at the top of an affidavit. I knew him, some years
ago, in the.quality of a footman and, I -believe, he had some-
times the honor to be a pimp. At last, some of the great folks,
to whom he had been serviceabls in both capacities, had him
made a gauger ; in which station he remains, and has the assur<
ance to pretend an acquaintance with men of quality. The im-
pudent dog ! with a few shillings-in his pocket, he will talk you
three times as much as my friend Mundy there, who is worth
nine thousand, if he’s worth a farthing, But I know the rascal,
aad despise him as he deserves.” :
. Harley began to despise-him too, and to conceive some indig-

nation at having sat with patience to hear such a fellow speak
nonsense. But he corrected himself, by reflecting, that he was
perhaps as well entertained, and instructed too, by this same
modest gauger, as he should have been by such a man gs he had
thought proper to personate. . And surely the fault may more
properly be imputed to that rank where the futility is real, than
where it is feigned ; to that rank, whose opportunities for nobler
accomplishments have only served to rear a fabric of folly, which
the untutored hand of affectation, even among the meanest of
mankind, can imitate with sacoess. :

* It m‘i be necessary to inform readers of the present day, that the
noted political debating society, called the Robinkood, was hield at'a house
m Butcher-row. Coe - o .-
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CHAPTER XX.

' Hé visits Bedlam,—The Distresses of a Daughter.
Oy those things called Bights in I.ondon, which every stranger
is supposed desirous to see, Bedlam is one. To that place,
therefore, an acquaintance of Harley’s, after having accompanied
him to several other shows, proposed a visit. IHarley objected
to it, “because,” said he, «I think it an inhuman practice to
expose the greatest misery with which our natufe is affficted, to
every idle visitant, who can afford a triffing perquisite to the
keeper ; especially asit is a distress which the humane must see;
with the painful reflection, that it is notin their power to alle-
viate it.” 'He was overpowered, however, by the solicitations
of his friend and the othér persons of the party, (amongst whom
were several ladies ;) and-they went in a body to Moorfields.
Their conductor led them first to the dismal mansions of those
who are in the most horrid state of incarable madness. The
clanking of chains, the wildness of their ¢ries, and the impreca-
tions which some of them uttered; formed a scene inexpressibly
shocking. Huarley and his companions, especially the fémale
part of them, begged their guide to retorn: he seemed surprised
at their uneasiness, and was with difficalty prevailed on to leave

-that part of the house without showing them some others ; who,

as he exptessett it, in the phruse of these who keep wild beasts

‘for' show, were much better worth seeing than any they had

passed, being ten times more fierce and unmanageable.

He led them mext to that quarter whewe those reside, who, as
they are not dangerous to themselves or others, enjoy a certain
degree of freedom, according to.the state of their distemper.

arley had fallen behind his companions, looking at a man

who was making penfulums with bits of thread, and little balls
of clay.- He had delinented a segment of a circle on the wall
with ehalk, arid - maried their different vibrations, by intersécting ¢ gy~ o
it with'¢ross lines.” A decent looking man came up, and smiling ‘euﬂﬂ“

at the meniac, turned to Harley, and told him, that tHeman en
bad once been a very celebrated mathematician. « He fell a
‘sacrifice,” said he, % to the theory of comets ; for having, with /< (.o .. .,

infinite labor, formed a table on the conjectures of Sir Isaae
Neéwton, he was disappointed in: the return of one of those lumi-

“naries, and wds very soon after ’eblhgdto be placed here by his
Ty

friends. If you please to fotlow:me, Sir,” eontinued the strenger,
« I believe I shall be able to give you a more satisfactoiy ac-
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count of the unfortunate people you see here, than the man who
attends your companions.” Harley bowed and accepted the
offer.

The next person they came up to had scrawled a variety of
figures on a piece of slate. Harley had the curiosity to take a
nearer view of them. They censisted of different ¢olumns, on
the top of which were marked South Sea annuities, India stock,
and Three per cent. annuities cousol. « This,” said Harley’s
instructer, * was a gentleman well known in Change-alley. i[e
was once worth fifty thousand pounds, and had actually agreed
for the purchase of an estate in the West, in otder to realize his
money ; but he quarrelled with the proprietor about the repairs
of the den-wall, and so returned to town to follow his old
trade of stock-jobbing a little longer ; whea an unlucky fluctua-
tion of stock, in which he was exgaged to an immense extent,
reduced him at onee to poverty and to madness. Poor wretch !
he told me t'other day, that against the next payment of differ-
ences, he should be some bundreds above a plum.” “It is a
spondee, and I will maintain it,” interrupted a voice on his left
hand. 'This assertion was followed by a very rapid recital of
some verses from Homer. ¢ That figure,” said the gentleman,
 whose clothes are so bedaubed with snuff, was a schoolmaster
of some reputation: be came hither to be resolved of some

. doubts he entertained concerning tbe genuine pronunciation of

the Greek vowels. - In his highest fits, he makes frequent men-
tion of one Mr. Bentley.

« But delusive ideas, Sir, are the motives of the greatest part
of mankind, and a heated imagination the power by which their
actions are incited : the world, in the.eye of a philosopher, may
be sgid 1o be a large madhouse.” ¢ It is true,”’ angwered Hax-
ley, {the passions of men are temporary madness ;) and some-
times very fatal in-their effects,

4 From Macedonia’s madman to the Swede.”

« It was,. indeed,” said the stranger, “a very mad thing in
Charles, to think of adding so vast a countrv gs Russia te his
dominions ; that would have been fatal indeed ; the balance of
the North would then bave been lost; but the Sultan and I
would never have allowed it.”— Sir ! said Harley, with no
small surprise on his countenance. ¢ Why, yes,” answered the
other,  the Sultan and I; de you know me? I am the Chan
of Tartary.,” . ‘

Harley was & good deal struck by this discovery ; he had pru-
dence enough, however, to conceal his amazement, and, bowing
as low to the monarch as his dignity required, left him imwe-
dintely, and joined his companions, ,
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He found them in a quarter of the house set apart for the in-
sane of the other sex, several of whom had gathered about the
female visiters, and were examining, with rather more accuracy
than might have been expected, the particulsrs of their dress.

Separate from the rest stood one, whose appearance bad
‘something of superior dignity. Her face, though pale and wasted,
was less squalid than those of the others, and showed a dejec-
tion of that i ic mmx'ef_;‘v—ith
Hortor: upon her, therefore, the eyes of all were immediately
turned. The keeper, who accompanied them, observed it:
«'Lhis,” said he, “is a young lady, who was born to ride in her
coach and six. She was beloved, if the story I have heard be
true, by a young gentleman, her equal in birth, though by no
means her match in fortune : but love, they gay, is blind, and
so she fancied him as much as he did her. Her father, it seems,
would not hear of their marriage, and threatened to turn her out
of doors, if ever she saw him again. Upon this, the young gen-
tleman took a voyage to the West Indies, in hopes of bettering
his fortune, and obtaining his mistress ; but he was scarce landed,
when he was seized with one of the fevers, which are common
in those islands, and died in a few days, lamented by every one
that knew him. " This news soon reached his mistress, who was
at the same time pressed by her father to marry a rich miserly
fellow, who was old enough to be her grandfather. The death
of her lover had no effect on her inhuman parent: he was only
the more earnest for her marriage with the man he had provided
for her ; and what between her despait at the death of the one,
and her aversion to the other, the poor young lady was reduced
to the condition you see her in. But God would not prosper
such cruelty :" her father’s affairs soon after went té wreck, and
he died almost a beggar.” .

Though this story was told in very plain language, it had par-

_ ticularly attracted Harley’s notice ; he_had given it the tribute

of some tears. The unfortunate young lady had, till now, seemed
entranced in thought, with her eyes fixed on a little garnet ring
she wore on her finger: ‘she turned them now upon Harley.
« My Billy is no more !” said she ; « Do you weep for my. Billy ?
Blessings on your tears ! I would weep too, but my brain is dry;
and it burns, it burns, it burhs!” She drew nearer to Harley.
'« Be comforted, young lady,” said he, = your Billy is in heaven.”
“Is he, indeed ! and shaM we meet again? and shall that fright-
ful man (pointing to the keeper) not be there? Alas! I'am
grown naughty of late; ¥ have almost forgotten- to think of
heaven: yet I pray sometimes ; when I can, I pray, and some-
times I sing; when I am saddest, I sing. You shall hear me
—hush! ’ S .
4
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“Light be the earth an Billy’s breast,
And green the sod that wraps his grave.”
I, . xv= There was a plaintive wildness in the air not to be withstood ;
»\ " and, except the keeper's, there was not an unmoistened eye

o X o o por
o o ~~wTJo you weep again?i” said she; “I would not have you
weep. You are like my Billy: you are, believe me s just so he
looked, when he gave me this ring ; poear Billy! ’twas the last
time ever we met! - : .
“rT'was when the seas were roaring”—

«T love you for resembling my Billy ; but I shall never love
any man like him.” She stretched out her hand to Harley ; he
pressed it between both of his, and bathed it with his tears.
« Nay, that is Billy’s ring,” said she, ¢ you cannot have it, in-
deed ; but here is anether, look here, which I plated, to-day, of
some gold-thread from this bit of stuff; will you keep it for my
sake? I am a strange girl; but my heart is harmless: m
poor heart ! it will burst some day; feel how it beats!” She
pressed his hand to ker bosom, thien holding her head in the atti-
tude of listening,—* Hark ! one, two, three ! be guiet, thou little
trembler ; my Billy’s is cold !—but I had forgotten the ring.”
She put it on his finger. ¢ Farewell! I must leave you now.”
She would have withdrawn her hand ; Harley held it to his lips. ..
«] dare not stay longer; my head throbs sadly: farewell!”
She walked with a hurried step to a little apartment at some dis- .
tance, Harley stood fixed in astonishment and pity ; his friend
gave monpey to the keeper. Harley looked on his ring. He
put a couple of guineas into the man’s hand :—¢ Be kind to that
unfortunate.” He burst into tears, and left them.

. CHAPTER XXIL
The Misanthrope.

- ‘Tre friend, who had condueted him to Moorfields, called
wport him aguin’the next evening. Afier some talk on the ad-
ventures of the preceding day, «I carried yau yesterday,” said
Ye to Harley, * to visit the' mad ; let me introduce you to-might,
-#t:supper, to one of the wise: but you must not look for any
thing of the Socratic pleasantry about him ; on the contrary, I
warn you to expect the spirit of a Diogenes. That you may be
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a little prepared for his extraordinary manner, I will let you into
some particulars of his history :—

« He is the elder of the two sons of a gentleman of consid-
crable estate in the country. Their father died when they were
young : both were remarkable at school for quickness of pem,
and extent of genpius ; this had been bred to no profession, be-
cause his father’s fortune, which descended to him, was thought
sufficient to set him sbove it; the other was put eppreatice
to an eminent attorney. In thu the expectations of his friends
were more consulted.than his own inelination; for both his
brother and he had feelings of®that warm kind, that could ill
brook a study so dry as the law, especially in that department
of it which was allotted to him. But the difference of their tem-
pers made the characteristical distinction between them. The
younger, from the gentleness of his nature, bore, with patience,
a situation entirely discordant to his genius and disposition. At
tines, indeed, his pride would suggest, of how little importance
those talents were, which the partiality of his friends had often
extolled : they were now incumbrances in a walk of life where
the dull and the ignorant passed him at every turn ; his fancy and
his feeling were invincible obstacles to eminenee, in 2 situation
where his fancy had no room for exertion, and his feeling ex-
perienced perpetual disgust, But these murmurings he never
suffered to be heard ; and that he might not offend the prudencé
of those who had been concerned in the choice of his profession,
he continued to labor in it several years, till by the death of a
relation, he succgeded to-an estate of little better than.a hundred
pounds a year, with which, and ‘the small patrimony left him, he
retired into the country, and made a love-match with a young
lady of a temper similar to his ows, with whom the sagacious
world pitied him for finding happiness. i

 But his elder brothen, whom you are to see at supper. if you
will do us the favor of your company, was naturally impetueus,
decisive, and overbearing. He entered jnto life -with those
ardent expectations, by which young men are commonly de-
luded : in his fneudshlps, warm to excess ; and equally violent
in his dislikes. He was on the brink of marriage with a young
lady, when one of those friends, for whose honor he would have -
pawned his life, made an elopement with that very goddess, and
left him besides deeply engaged for sums, which that good
{riend’s extravagance bad squandered.

. % The dreams he had formerly enjoyed were. now changed for
ideas of a very different nature. He abjured all confidence in
any. thing of human form.; sold his Jands, which still produced
him a very large reversion; came to town, and immured him-
self with a woman, who had been his nurse, jn litle better than
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a garret; and lias eversinee applied his talents to the vilifying
of his species. In one thing I must take the liberty to instruct
-you ;—however different your sentimeats may be, (and different
they must be,) you will suffer him to go on without contradiction,
otherwise he will be silent immediately, and we shall not get a
word from him all the night after.” Harley promised to remem-
ber this injunction, and accepted the invitation of his friend.

When they arrived at the house, they were informed that the
gentleman was come, and had been shown into the parlor; They
found him sitting with a daughter of his friend’s, about three
years old, on his kuce, whom Re was teaching the alphabet'froin
a horn-book : .at a litle distance stood a sister of hers, some
years older. ¢ Get you away, Miss,” said he to- this last;
¢ you are a pert gossip, and I will have nothing to do with you.”

« Nay,” answered she, * Nancy is your favorite ; you are quite
in love with Nancy.” «Take away that girl,” said he to her
father, whom he now observed to have entered the room, “ she
has woman about her already.” The children were accordingly
dismissed.

Between that and supper time, he did not utter a syllable.
When supper came, he quasrelled with every dish at table, but
eat of them all; only exempting from his ‘censures a sallad,
- which you have not spoiled,” said he, ¢ because you have not
attempted to cook it.”

- When the wine was set upon the table, he took from his pocket
a particular smoking apparatus, end filled his pipe, without taking
any more notice of Harley,.or his friend, than if no such persons
had been in the ronm.

Harley could not help stealmg a look of surprise at him ; but
his friend, who knew his bumor, returned it, by anmlulatma his
presence in the like manner, and, leaving him to his own medi-
tations, addressed himself entirely to Harley.

In their discourse, snme mention happened to he made of an
amiable character, and the words Aonor and politeness were ap-
plied to it. - Upen this, the gentleman, laying down his pipe, and
changing the tone of his enruntenance, from an ironical grin to

,/ something more intently contemptuous —* Honor,” said he,

I

« Honor and Politeness ! this is thé coin of the world, and passes
“\ current with the fools of it. You have substituted the shadow
Honor, instead ‘of the substance Virtue ; and have banished the
reallty of friendship for the fictitions semblance. which you have
"“termed politeness : politeness, which eonsists in a certain cere-
ronious jargon, more ridiculous to the ear of reasom than the
“wvoice of a puppet. You have inveunted sounds, which you wor-
ship, though they tyrannize over your peace ; and are surrounded
with empty forms, which take from the honest emotions of joy.
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and add to the poignancy of misfortane.”—# Sir!” said Harley
-~His friend winked to him, to remined hiin of the caution lie
had received. He was silenced by the thought. The philoso-
pher turned his eye upen him: he examined him from top to
toe, with a sort of triumphant contempt. Harley’s coat happened
to be a new one ; the other’s was as shabby as could possibly
be supposed to be on the back of a gentleman : there was much
significance in his look with regard to his coat: it spoke of the
sleekness of folly, and the threadbureness of wisdom.

¢ Truth,” continued he, *the most amiable, as.well as the
most natural, of virtues, you aré at pains to eradidate. Your
very murseries are seminaries of falsehood; and what is culled
Fashion in manhood, completes the aystem of avowed insin-
cerity. Mankind, in the gross, is a gaping monster, that loves
to be deceived, and has seldom been disappointed : nor is their
‘vanity less fallacious to your philosephers, who adopt modes of
trath to follow them through the paths of error, and defend para-
doxes merely to be singular in defeading them. These are
they whom ye term Ingenious; ’tis a phrase of commendation
I detest ; it implies an attempt to impose on my judgment, by
flattering my imagination; yet these are they whose works are
read by the old with delight, which thé young are taught to look
upon as the codes of knowledge and phitosophy. :

« Indeed, the education of your youth is every way prepos-
terous ; you waste at school years in improving talents, without
having ever spent an hour in discovering them; one promiscuous
Jine of imstiuction is followed, without regard to genius, capa-
- city, or probable situation in the commonwealth.

¢ From this bear garden of the pedagogue,a raw unprincipled
bay is turned loose upon the world to travel ; without any ideas
but those of impreving his dress at Paris, or starting into taste
by gazing on some paintings at Rome. Ask him of the manners
of the people, and he will tell you, 'That the skirt is worn much
shorter in France, and that .every body eats macaroni in Italy.
‘When he returns home, he buys a seat in parliament, and studies
the constitution at Arthur’s. -

“ Nor are your females trained to any more useful purpose :
they are taught, by the very rewards which their nurses propose
for good behaviour, by the first thing like a jest which they hear
from every male visiter of the family, that a young woman is a
creature to be married ; and, when they are grown somewhat
older, are instructed, that it is the purpose of marriage to have

- the enjoyment of pinmoney, and the expectatron of a jointure.

* «These indeed are the effects of luxury, which is perhaps

* Thouqh the cuarate could not remember heving shown this chapter to
" any body, I strongly suspect: that thoee political observations are the work
- 4%
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inseparable from a certain-degree of power and grandeur in o
nation. But it is not simply of the progress of huxury that we
bave to complain: did its votaries keep in their own sphere of
thoughtless dissipation, we might despise them without emotion ;
but the frivolous pursuits of pleasure are mingled with the most
i concems of the state s and public enterpsise shall sleep
till he who should guide- ite operation bes decided his bets at
Newmarket, or fulfilled his ergagement with a favorite. mistress
in the country. - We want some man of acknowledged eminence
to point our counsels with that firmness which the.counsels of a
-great people require. We bhavé hundreds of ministers, who prees
forward into office, without having ever learned that art which

} is necessary for every business—the art of thinking; and mis-

take the petulance, which eould give inspiration to smart sar-
casms on-an obnoxious meagure im a popular assembly, for the
wbility which is to balance the interest of kingdoms, and inves-
tigate the latent sources of national .superiority. With the
administration of -such men, the people can never.be satisfied ;
for, besides that their confidence is gained only by the view of
superior talents, there needs that depth of knowledge, which is
not only acquainted with the just extent of power, but can also

trace its connexion with the expedient, to preserve its possessors

from the contempt which atiends irresolution,  or the resentment
which follows-temerity.” . . )
. L T T T T T T
* [Here a considerablé part is wanting.] .
* % «]n short, man is an animal équally selfish and vain.
Vanity, indeed, is but & modification of selfishness. From the
latter, there are some who pretend to be free : they are gener-
ally such as declaim against the lust of wealth and power, be-
cause they have never béen able to attain any high degree in
either : they boast of generosity and feeli They tell us, (per-
haps théfTell us in rhyme,) that the sensation of an honest heart,
of a mind universdlly benevolent, make up the quiet bliss which
they enjoy ; but they will not, by this, be exempted from the
charge of selfishness. Whence the luxurious happiness they
describe in their little family circles? Whence the pleasure
which they feel, when they tnm their evening fires, and listen to
the how!l of the winter’s wind? ‘Whence, but from the secret
reflection of what houseless wretches feel from it? . Or do you

of a later pen than thb rest of this performance, There seems to have been
by sore accident & gap in the manuscript, from the words, “ Expectation of
a jointure,” to these, *“ In short, man is an animal,” where the present blank
ends ; and some other person (for the hand is different, and the ink whiter)
has filled part of it with sentiments of his own. Whoever he was, he seems
to have caught some portion of the spirit of the man he personates.
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administer comfort in affliction—the motive is at hand ; I have had
it preached to me in nineteen out of twenty of your consolatory
discourses—the comparative littleness of our own misfortunes.

“ With vanity your best virtues are grossly tainted: your
benevolence, which ye deduce immediately ftom the natural
impulse of the heart, squints to it for its reward. There are
some, indeed, who tell us of the satisfaction which flows from a
secret consciousness of good actions : this secret satisfaction is
truly excellent—when we have some friend to whom we may
“discover its excellence.”

He now paused a moment to relight his pipe, when a clock, that
stood at his back, struck eleven ; he started up at the sound ; took
his hat and his cane, and, nodding good night with his head,
walked out of the room. The gentleman of the house called a
servant to bring the stranger’s surtout. ¢ What sort of a night
is it, fellow 7’ ‘said he. ¢ It rains, Sir,” answered the servant,
* with an easterly wind.”—¢ Easterly for ever!” He made
no other reply ; but shrugging up his shoulders till they almost
touched his ears, wrapped himself tight in his great coat, and
disappeared. ’ :

« This is a strange creature,’” said his friend to Harley. «I.
cannot say,” answered he, ¢ that his remarks are of the plea-
sant kind : it is curious to observe how the nature of truth may
be changed by the garb it wears; softened to the admonition
of friendship, or soured into the severity of reproof. Yet this
severity may be useful to some tempers: it somewhat resem-
bles a file ; disagreeable in its operation, but hard nietals may
be the brighter for it.”

'

CHAPTER XXV.
His Skill in Iihysiog?omy. Nohepr AT g

" Tae company at the baronet’s removed to the playhouse
accordingly, and Harley took his usual route into the Park.
e observed, as he entered, a fresh-looking ¢lderly gentleman
in conversation with a beggar, who, leaning on his crutch, was
recounting the hardships he had undergone, and explaining the
weetthedness of his present condition. This was a very inter-
esting dialogue to Harley; he was rude enough, therefore, to
slacken his pace, as he approached, and, at last, to make a full
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stop at the gentleman’s back, who was just then expressing hws
compassion for the beggar, and regretting that he had not a
farthing of change about him. At saying this, be looked pite-
ously on the fellow : there was something in his physiognomy
which caught Harley’s notice : indeed, physiognomy was oné
of Harley’s foibles, for which he had been often rebuked by his
aunt in the country; who used to tell him, that when he was
come to her years and experience, he would know that all’s not
gold that glitters: and it must be owned, that his aunt was a

“VeTy sensible, harsh-looking, maiden lady, of threescore und up-
wards. But he was too apt to forget this caution ; and now, it
seems, it had not occurred to him: steppiixg up, therefore, to the
gentleman, who was lamenting the want of silver, ¢ Your intep-
tions, Sir,” said he, “are so good, that I cannot help lending
you my assistance to carry them into execution,” and gave the
beggar a shilling. The other returned a snitable compliment,
and extolled the bemevolence of -Harley. 'They kept walking
together, and benevolence grew the topic of discourse.

The stranger was fluent on the subject. ¢ There is no use
of money,” said he, ¢ equal to that of beneficence: with the

- profuse, 1t is lost; and even with those who lay it out according
to the prudence of the world, the objects acquired by it pall on
the sense, and have scarce become our own till they lose their

value with the power of pleasing ;- but here the enjoyment grows
on reﬂectmn, and our money is mnst truly ours, when it ceases
being in our possession.”

«“Yet 1 agree in some measure,” answered Harley, “ with
those who thmk, that charity to our common beggars is often
misplaced ; there are objects less obtrusive, whose title is a
better one.”

« We cannot easily distinguish,” said the stranger ; “and even
of the worthless, are there not many whose imprudence, or whose
vice, may have been one dreadful consequence of misfortune 7"

Harley looked again in his fuce, and blessed himself for his
skill in physiognomy.

" By this time they had reached the end of the walk, the old
gentleman leaning en the rails to take breath, and in the mean
time they were joined by a younger man, whose figure was
much'above the appearance of his dress; which was poor and
shabby ; Harley’s former companion addressed bim as an ac-

" quaintance, and they turned on the walk together.’

The elder of the strangers complained of the closeness of
the evening, and asked the ather if he would go with him into a
house hard by, and take a draught of excellent cider. «'Fhe -
man who keeps this house,” said he to Harley, ¢ was once a
servant of mine; I could not think of turning loose upon the
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world a faithful old fellow, for no other reason but that his age
had incapacitat~d him ; so I gave him an annuity of ten
with the help of which he has set up this little place here,-and
his daughter goes and sells milk in the city, while her father
manages his tap-room, as Le calls it, at bome. I can’t well ask
a gentleman of your appearance to accompany me to so paltry
a place.”— Sir,” rephed Harley, interrupting him, I would
much rather enter it than the most celebrated tavern in town : to
give to the necessitous, may sometimes be a weakness in the
man ; to encourage industry, is a duty in the citizen.” They
entered the house accordingly. S

. On a table at the comer of the room lay a pack of cards,
loosely thrown together. 'The old gentleman reproved the man
of the house for encouraging so idle an amusement. Harley
attempted to defond himmq__QQGGQSitX.lf&H:I‘ll‘ﬂi‘S
himself o the hunoF of his guests, and, taking up the cards,
began to shuffle them backwards and forwards in his hand.
% Nay, I don’t think cards so unpardonable an amusement as
some do,” replied the other; *“and now and then, about this
time of the evening, when my.eyes begin to fail me for my book,
I divert myself with a game at piquet, without finding my morals
a bit relaxed by it. o you play piquet, Sir?” (to Harley.)
Harley answered in the affirmative ; upon which the other pro-
posed playing a pool at a shilling the game, doubling the stakes ;
adding, that he never played higher with any body.

Harley’s good nature. conld not.refuse_the benevolent old
man: and the younger stranger, though he at first pleaded prior
engagements, yet being earnestly solicited by his friend, at last
yielded to solicitation. " -

When they began to play, the old gentleman, somewhat to
the surprise of %-[arley. produced ten shillings to serve for
markers of his score. “He had no change for the beggar,”
said Harley to himself; “but I can easily account for it; it
is curious to. observe the affection that inanimate things will
create in us by a long acquaintance : if I may judge from my
own feelings, the old man would not part with one of these
counters for ten times its intrinsic value ; it even got the better
of his benevolence! I myself have a pair of old brass sleeve-
buttons”—Here he was interrupted by being told, that the old
gentleman had beat the younger, and that it was his turn to take
up the conquerir. “ Your game has been short,” said Harley.
%] repiqued him,” answered the old man, with joy sparkling in
his countenance. Harley wished to be repiqued too, but he
was disappeinted ; . for he had the same good fortune against his
opponent. Indeed, never did fortune, mutable as she is, delight
in mutability so much as at that moment: the victory was so

-
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quick, and so constantly alternate, that the stake, in a short time,
amounted to no less a sum than twelve pounds ; Harley’s pro-
portion of which was within half a guinea of the money he had
in his pocket. He had hefore propesed a division, but the old
gentleman opposed it with such a pleasant warmth in his manner,
that it was always over-ruled. Now, however, he told them,
that he had an appointment with some gentlemen, and it was
within a few minutes of his hour. The young. stranger had

* gained one game, and was engaged in the second with the other

they agreed, therefore, that the stake should be divided, if the
old gentleman won that ; which was more than probable, as his
score was ninety to thirty-five, and he was elder hand; but a
momentous repique decided it in favor of- his adversary, who
seemed to enjoy his victory mingled with regret, for having won
too. much, while his friend, with great.ebullience of passion,
many praises of his own good play, and many maledictions on
the power of chance, took up the cards, and threw them into

‘the fire.

CHAPTER XXVL
- 'The Man of Feeling in a Brothel.

THE company he was engaged to meet were assembled in
Fleet-street. He had walked. .some time along the Strand, -
amidst a crowd of those wretches who wait the uncertain wages of
prostitution, with ideas of pity suitable to the scene around him, -
and the feelings he possessed, and had got as far as Somerset-
house, when one of them laid hold of -his arm, and with a voice
tremulous and faint, asked him for a pint of wine, in & manner
mare supplicatory than is usual with those whom the infamy of
their profession has deprived of shame: he turned round at the
demand, and looked steadfastly on the person who made it.

She was above the common size, and elegantly formed ; her
face was thin and hollow, and showed the reinains of tarnished
beauty. Her.eyes were black, but had little of their Tustre left:
her-cheeks had ‘some paint laid on withcut art, and productive
of no advantage to her eomplexion, which exhibited a deadly
paleness on the other parts of her face. . -

Harley stood in-the attitude of hesitation; which she inter-
preting to her advantage, repeated her request, and endeavored
to force a leer of invitation into her countenance. He took her
arm, and they walked on to one of those obsequious taverns in

~
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thee neighborhood, where the dearness of the wine is a discharge
in fall for the character of the house. From what impulse
he did this, we do not.mean to.inquire; as it has ever been

inst our nature to search for motives where bad ones are to
be found. They entered, and a waiter showed them a room,
and placed a bottle of wine on the table.

Harley filled the lady’s glass ; which she had no sooner tasted,
than, dropping it on the floor, and: eagerly catching his arm, her
eye .grew fixed, her Lip assumed a clayey whiteness, and she
~ fell back lifeless in her chair.

Harley started from his seat, and, catching her in his arms,
supported her fram falling to the ground, looking wildly at the

door, as if he wanted to run for assistance, but durst not leave.

the miserable creature. It.was not till some minutes after, that
it occurred to him to ring the bell, which at last, however, he
thought of, and rung with repeated violence even after the waiter
appeared. Luckily, the waiter had his senses semewhat more
abont him; and snatching up a bottle of water, which stood on
a buffet at the. end.of the room, he sprinkled it aver the hands
and face of the dying figure before him. She began to revive,
and with the assistance of .some. harishorn drops, which Harley
"new for the first time drew from his poeket, was able to desire
the waiter to bring her a crust of bread; of which she swallowed
some .monthfuls. with the appearance of the keenest hunger.
The waiter withdrew : when'.tumin% to Haxley, sohbing at the
same time, and shedding tears, “1 am sorry, Sir,” said she,
sthat T should have given you so much trouble ; but you will

pity me when I tell you, that till now I have not tasted a morsel -

these two days past.” He fixed his eyes on hers—every cir-
cumstance but the last was forgotten; and he took her hand
with as much respect as if she had been a duchess. It was ever
the privilege of misfortune to be tevered by him. «Two days!”
said he ; “and I bave fared sumptuounsly every day !”—He was
reaching to the bell ; she understood his meaning, and prevented
ol ¢ 1 begy Siv,” said she, « that you would give yourself no
more trouble about a wretch who does not wish to live ; but, at
present, I could not eat a bit; my stemach even roae at the last
mouthful of that crust,” He offered to call a chair, saying, that
he hopeéd a little rest would relieve her, He had one half-guinea
left: «I am sorry,” he said, « that at present I should be able
to make you.an offer of no more than this paltry sum.”—She
burst into tears: ¢ Your generosity, Sir, is abused ; to bestow
it on me is to take it from the virtuous : I have no title but misery.
to plead ; misery of my own procuring.” ¢ Ne more of that,”
answered Harley; there is virtue in these tears; let the fruit
of them be virtue.”—He rung, and ordered a chair.—¢ Thougl
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I am the vilest of beings,” said she, I have not forgotten every
virtue ; gratitude, I hope, I shall still have-left, did I but know
who is my benefactor.”—+ My name is Harley.”— Could I
ever have an opportunity”’— Y ou shall, and a glorious one too!
your future conduct—but I do not mean to reproach you—if, I
say,—it will be the noblest reward——I will do myself the plea~
sure of seeing you agein.”’—Here the waiter entered, and told
them the chair was at the door; the lady informed Hesley
of her lodgings, and he promised to wait on her at ten ne:t
mornin;

. He led her to the chair, and returned to clear with the waiter,
wnhout ever once reflecting that he had no money in his pocket.
He was ashamed to make an excuse; yet an excuse must be
made-: he was beginning to frame one, when the waiter cut him
short, by telling him, that he could not run seores; but that, it
he would leave his watch, or any cther pledge, it would be as
safe as if it lay in his pocket. Harley jumped at the propoeal,
and, pulling out his watch, delivered it into his hands imme-
diately ; and having, for once, bad the precaution to take a nato
of the lodging he intended to visit next morning, eallied forth
with a blush of trinmph on his face, without taking notice of the -
sneer of the waiter, who, twirling the watch in his hand, made

him a profound bow at the door, and whispered to a girl, whe
stood in the passage, something, in which the word curLy was
honored with a particular emphasis.

CHAPTER XXVIL
His Skill in Physiognomy is douM

ArTeR he had been some time with the company he had
appointed to meet, and the last bottle was called for, he first
recollected that he would be again at a loss how to discharge
his share of the reckoning. He applied, therefore, to one of
them, with whom he was most intimate, acknowledging that he
had not a farthing of money about him; and, upon being jocu-
larly asked the reason, acquainted them "with the two adventures
we have just now related. One of the company asked him, if
the old man in Hydepark did not wear a brownish coat, with a
narrow gold edging, and his companion an old green frock,
with a buff-colored waistcoat. Upon Harley’s recollecting that
they did, « Then,” said he, “you may be thankful you have
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come off so well; they are two as noted sharpers, in their way,
as any in town, and ‘but t’other night took me in for a much
larger sum: I had some thoughts of applying to a justice, but
one does not like to be seen in those matters.”

Harley answered ¢ That he could not but fancy the gentle-
man was mistaken, as he never saw a face promise more honesty
than that of the old man he had met with.”—¢ His face !” said
a (grave looking man, who sat opposite to him, squirting the juice
of his tobacco obliquely into the grate. There was something
very emphatical in the action ; for it was followed by a burst of
laughter round the table. « Gentlemen,” said Harley, * you are
disposed to be merry ; it may be as you imagine, for I confess
myself ignorant of the town : but there is one thing which makes
me bear the loss of my money with temper: the young fellow
who won it must have been miserably poor; I observed him
borrow money for the stake from his friend : he had distress and
bhunger in his countenance: be his character what it may, his
necessities at least plead for him.”—At this there was a louder
laugh than before. ¢ Gentlemen,” said the lawyer, one of whose
conversations with Harley we have already recorded,  here’s a
very pretty fellow for you; to have heard him talk some nights
. ago, as I did, you might have sworn he was a saint; yet now he
games with sharpers, and loses his money; and is bubbled by
a fine story invented by a whore, and pawns his watch; here
are sanctified doings with a witness !”

“ Young gentleman,” said his friend on the other side of the
table, «“let me advise you to be a little more cautious for the
future ; and as for faces—you may look into them to know,
whether a man’s nose be a long or a short one.”

CHAPTER XXVIII.
He keeps his Appointment.

Tae last night’s raillery of his companions was recalled to
his remembrance when he awoke, and the colder homilies of
prudence began to suggest some things which were nowise
favorable for a performance of his promise to the unfortunate
female he had met with before. He rose uncertain of his pur-
pose ; but the torpor of such considerations was seldom preva-

lent over the WW He walked some turns
vackwards and forwards in his room ; he recalled the languid
5

o Cod
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form of the fainting wretch to his mind; he wept at the recol-
lection of her tears. ¢ Though I am the vilest of beings, I have
not forgotten every virtue ; gratitude, I hope, I shall still have
left.”—He took a larger stride—* Powers of mercy that sur-
round me !” cried he, “ do ye not smile upon deeds like these?

to calc_ljxllg(,thmgLsf)h{ dece; tloq is too tedious a buginess -
for the Tife of man!” e clock struck ten!—When he had

‘gordowrrBtairs, he found that he had forgot the note of her
lodgmgs he gnawed his lips at the delay: he was fairly on the
pavement, when he recollected having left his purse ; he did but ;
Just prevent himself from artlculatmg an imprecation. He '
rushed a second time up into his chamber. ¢« What a wretch I -
am,” said he; ¢“ere this time, perhaps”—"Twas a perhaps not
to be borne ;—two vibrations of a pendulum would have served
him to lock his bureau ;—but they could not be spared.

When he reached the house, and inquired for Miss Atkins,
(for that was the lady’s name,) he was shown up three pair of
stairs, into a small room lighted by one narrow lattice, and
patched round with shreds of a different colored paper. In the
darkest corner stood something like a bed, before which a tat-
tered coverlet hung by way of curtain. He had not waited long
when she dppeared. Her face had the glister of new-washed
tears on it. “I am ashamed, Sir,” said she, « that you should
have taken this fresh piece of trouble about one so little worthy
of it; but, to the humane, I know there is a pleasure in good-
ness for its own sake : if you have patience for the recital of my
story, it may palliate, though it cannot excuse, my faults.” Har-
ey bowed, as a sign of assent ; and she began as follows :

“] am the daughter of an officer, whom a service of forty
years had advanced no higher than to the rank of captain. I
have had hints from himself, and been informed by others, that
it was in some measure owing to those principles of rigid honor,

which it was his boast to possess, and which he early inculcated -

on me, that he had been able to arrive at no better station. My
mother died when I was a child; old enough to grieve for her
death, but incapable of remembering her precepts. Though my
father was doatingly fond of her, yet there were some sentiments
in which they materially differed: she had been bred from her
infancy.in the strictest principles of religion, and took the mo-
rajjty of her conduct from the motives which an adherence to
those principles suggested. My father, who had been in the
army from his youth, affixed an idea of pusillanimity to that vir-
tue, which was formed by the doctrines, excited by the rewards,

\

: l

or guarded by the terrors of revelation ; his darling idol was the

honor of a soldier ; a term which he held in such reverence, that
he used it for his most sacred asseveration. When my mother

1
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died, I was some time suffered to continue in those sentiments
which her instructions had produced; but soon after, though,
from respect to her memory, my father did not absolutely ridi-
cule them, yet he showed, in his discourse to others, so little
regard to them, and at times suggested to me motives of action
so different, that I was soon weaned from opinions, which I
began to consider as the dreams of superstition, or the artful
inventions of designing hypocrisy. My mother’s books were
Jeft behind at the different quarters we removed to, and my
reading was principally confined to plays, novels, and those
poetical descriptions of the beauty of virtue and honor, which /
the circulating libraries easily afforded. ‘

“ As I was generally reckoned handsome, and the quickness
of my parts extolled by all our visiters, my father had a pride in
showing me to the world. I was young, giddy, open to adula-
tion, and vain of those talents which acquired it.

« After the last war, my father was reduced to half-pay ; with
which we retired to a village in the country, which the acquaint~
ance of some genteel families who resided in it, and the cheap-
ness of living, particularly recommended. My father rented a
small house, with a piece of ground sufficient to keep a horse
for him, and a cow for the benefit of his family. An old man-
servant managed his ground ; while a maid, who had formerly
been my mother’s, and had since been mine, undertook the care
of our little dairy: they were assisted in each of their provinces
by my father and me; and we passed our time in a state of
tranquillity, which he had always talked of with delight, and
which my train of reading had taught me to admire.

% Though I had never seen the polite circles of the metropolis,
the company my father had introduced me into had given me a
degree of good-breeding, which soon discovered a superiority
aver the young ladies of our village. I was quoted as an ex-
ample of politeness, and my company courted by most of the
considerable families in the neighborhood.

“Amongst the houses to which I was frequently invited, was
Sir George Winbrooke’s. He had two daughters nearly of my
age, with whom, though they had been bred up in those maxims
of vulgar doctrine, which my superior understanding could not but
despise, yet as their good-nature led them to an imitation of my
manners in every thing else, I cultivated a particular friendship.

“Some months after our first acquaintance, Sir George’s
eldest son came home from his travels. His figure, his address,
and conversation, wére not unlike those warm ideas of an ac-
complished man which my favorite novels had taught me to
form ; and his sentiments on the article of religion were as lib-
oral as my own: when any of these happened to be the topic



52 THE MAN OF FEELING.

of our discourse, I, who before had been silent, from a fear of
being single in opposition, now kindled at the fire he raised,
and defended our mutual opinions with all the eloquence I was
mistress of. He would be respectfully attentive all the while ;
and when I had ended, would raise his eyes-from the ground,
look at me with a gaze of admiration, and express his applause
in the highest strain of encomium. This was an incense the
more pleasing, as I seldom or never had met with it before ; for
the young gentlemen who visited Sir George were for the most
part of that common race of country squires, the pleasure of
whose lives is derived from fox-hunting ; these are seldom soli-
citous to please the women at all ; or if they were, would never
think of applying their flattery to the mind.

“ Mr. Wpinbrooke observed the weakness of my soul, and took
every occasion of improving the esteem he had gained. He
asked my opinion of every author, of every sentiment, with that
submissive diffidence, which showed an unlimited confidence in
my understanding. I saw myself revered, as a superior being,
by one whose judgment my vanity told me was not likely to err;
preferred by him to all the other visiters of my sex, whose for-
tunes and rank should have entitled them to a much higher de-
gree of notice : I saw their little jealousies at the distinguished
attention he paid me; it was gratitude, it was pride, it was love !
love, which had made too fatal a progress in my heart, before
any declaration on his part should have warranted a return : but
I interpreted every look of attention, every expression of com-
pliment, to the passion I imagined him inspired with, and im-
puted to his sensibility that silence which was the effect of art
and design. At length, however, he took an opportunity of
declaring his love: he now expressed himself in such ardent
terms, that prudence might have suspected their sincerity : but
prudence is rarely found in the situation I had been unguardedly
led into ; besides, that the course of reading to which I had been
accustomed, did not lead me to conclude, that his expressions
could be too warm to be sincere : nor was I even alarmed at
the manner in which he talked of marriage, a subjection, he often
hinted, to which genuine love should scorn to be confined. The
woman, he would often say, who had merit like mine to fix his
affection, could easily command it for ever. That honor, too,
which I revered, was often called in to enforce his sentiments.
I did not, however, absolutely assent to them ; but I found m
regard for their opposites diminish by degrees. If it is danger-
ous to be convinced, it is dangerous to listen, for our reason is
so much of a machine, that it will not always be able to resist,
when the ear is perpetually assailed. In short, Mr. Harley, (for
I tire you with a relation, the catastrophe of which you wil}
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already have imagined,) I fell a prey to his artifices. He had
not been able so thoroughly to convert me, that my conscience
was silent on the subject; but he was so assiduous to give re-
peated proofs of unabated affection, that I hushed its suggestions
as they rose. The world, however, I knew, was not to be
silenced ; and therefore 1 took occasion to express my uneasi-
negs to my seducer, and entreat him, as he valued the peace of
one to whom he professed such attachment, to remove it by a
marriage. He made excuses from his dependance on the will
of his father, but quieted my fears by the promise of endeavoring
to win his assent.

« My father had been some days absent on a visit to a dying
relation, from whom he had considerable expectations. I was
left at home, with no other company than my books: my books
I found were not now such companions as they used to be ; I
was restless, melancholy, unsatisfied with myself. But judge
of my situation when I received a billet from Mr. Winbrooke,

informing me that he had sounded Sir George on the subject
we had talked of, and found him so averse to any match 86 un-

of which should ever be dear to him.

«] read this letter a hundred times over. Alone, helpless,
conscious of guilt, and abandoned by every better thought, my
mind was one motley scene of terror, confusion, and remorse.
A thousand expedients suggested themselves, and a thousand
fears told me they would be vain: at last, in an agony of de-
spair, I packed up a few clothes, took what money and trinkets
were in the house, and set out for London, whither I understood
he was gone ; pretending to my maid, that I had received letters
from my father requiring my immediate attendance. I had no
other companion than a boy, a servant to the man from whom I
hired my'horses. I arrived .in London within an hour of Mr.
Winbrooke, and accidentally alighted at the very inn where
he was. *. , .

« He started and turned pale when he sawme ; but recovered
himself in time enough to make many new protestations of re-
gard, and beg me to make myself easy under a disappointment
which.was equally afflicting to him. He procured me lodgings
where I slept, or rather endeavored to sleep, for that night. Nex.
morning I saw him again ; he then mildly observed on the im
prudence of my precipitate flight from the country, and proposes
my removing to lodgings at another end of the town, to eluau
the search of my father, till he should fall upon some method of
excusing my conduct to-him, and reconciling him to my return.
‘We took a hackney-coach, and drove to the house he mentioned. -

5%
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It was situated in a dirty lane, furnished with a tawdry affec-
tation of finery, with some old family pictures hanging on walls
which their own cobwebs would better have suited. I was struck
with a secret dread at entering ; nor was it lessened by the ap-
pearance of the landlady, who had that look of selfish shrewd-
ness, which, of all others, is the most hateful to those whose
feelings are untinctured with the world. A girl, who she told
us was her niece, sat by ber, playing on a guitar, while herself
was at work, with the assistance of spectacles, and had a prayer-
book, with the leaves folded down in several places, lying on the
table before her. Perhaps, Sir, I tire you with my minuteness ;
but the place, and every circumstance about it, is so impressed
on my mind, that I never shall forget it.

«“] dined that day with Mr. Winbrooke alone. He lost by
degrees that restraint which I perceived too well to hang about
him before, and, with his former gayety and good-humor, re-
peated the flattering things, which, though they had once been
fatal, I durst not now distrust. At last, taking my hand and kiss-
ing it, ¢ It is thus,’ said he, ¢ that love will last, while freedom is
preserved ; thus let us ever be blest, without the galling thought
that we are tied to a condition where we may cease to be so.’ I
answered, ¢ That the world thought otherwise ; that it had cer-
tain ideas of good fame, which it was impossible not to wish to
maintain.’ ¢ The world,’ said be, ‘is a tyrant; they are slaves
who obey it: let us be happy without the pale of the world.
To-morrow I shall leave this quarter of it, for one where the
talkers of the world shall be foiled, and lose us. Could not my
Emily accompany me ? my friend, my companion, the mistress
of my soul! Nay, do not look so, Emily! your father may
grieve for a while, but your father shall be taken care of ; this
bank bill I intend as the comfort for his daughter.’

«I could contain myself no longer; ¢ Wretch!’ I exclaimed,
¢ dost thou imagine that my father’s heart could brook depend-
ance on the destroyer of his child, and tamely accept of a base
equivalent for her honor and his own? ¢Honor, my Emily,
said he, ¢is the word of fools, or of those wiser men who cheat
them. ’Tis a fantastic bauble, that does not suit the gravity of
your-father’s age ; but, whatever it is, I am afraid it can never
be perfectly restored to you: exchange the word then, and let
pleasure be your object now.’ At these words he clasped me
in his arms, and pressed his lips rudely to my besom. 1 started
from my seat. ¢ Perfidious villain " said I, ¢ who dar’st insult
the weakness thou hast undone; were that father here, thy
coward soul would shrink from the vengeance of his honor.
Curst be that wretch who has deprived him of it! oh! doubly
curst, who has dragged on his hoary head the infamy which
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should have erushed her own!” 1 snatched a knife which lay
beside me, and would have plunged it in my breast; but the
monster prevented my purpose, and smiling with a grin of bar-
barous insult, ¢ Madam,’ said he, ¢I confess you are too much
in heroics for me : I am sorry we should differ about trifles;
but as I seem somehow to have offended you, I would willingly
remedy it by taking my leave. You have been put to some
foolish expense in this journey on my account; allow me to re-
imburse you.” So saying, he laid a bank bill, of what amount
I had no patience to see, upon the table. Shame, grief, and
indignation, choked my utterance ; unable to speak my wrongs,
and unable to bear them in silence, I fell in a swoon at his feet.

“ What happened in the interval I cannot tell ; but when I
came to myself, T was in the arms of the landlady, with her niece
chafing my temples, and doing all in her power for my recovery.
She had much compassion in her countenance: the old woman
assumed the softest look she was capable of, and both endea-
vored to bring me comfort. They continued to show me many
civilities, and even the aunt began to be less disagreeable in my
sight. To the wretched, to the forlorn, as I was, small offices
- of kindness are endearing.

« Mean time my money was far spent, nor did I attempt to
conceal my wants from their knowledge. I had frequent
thoughts of returning to my father ; but the dread of a life of
scorn is insurmountable. I avoided therefore going abroad
when I had a chance of being seen by any former acquaintance,
nor indeed did my health for a great while permit it ; and suf-
fered the old woman, at her own suggestion, to call me niece at
home, where we now and then saw (when they could prevail on
me to leave my room) one or two other elderly women, and
sometimes a grave business-like man, who showed great com-
passion for my indisposition, and made me very obligingly an
offer of a room at his country-house for the recovery of my
health. This offer I did not choose to accept; but told my
landlady, that I would be glad to be employed in any way of
business which my skill in needlework could recommend me to ;
confessing, at the same time, that I was afraid I should scarce
be able to pay her what I already owed for board and lodging ;
and that for her other goed offices, I had nothing but thanks to
give her.” :

“ My dear child, said she, do not talk of paying ; since I lost
my own sweet girl, (here she wept,) your very picture she was,
Miss Emily, I have nobody except my niece, to whom I should
leave any little thing I have been able to save: you shall live
with me, my dear ; and I have sometimes a little millinery work,
in which, when you are inclined to it, you may assist us. By
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the way, here are a pair of ruffles we have just finished for that
gentleman you saw here at tea; a distant relation of mine, and
a worthy man he is. *Twas pity you refused the offer of an

apartment at his country-house ; my niece, you know, was to °

have accompanied you, and you might have fancied yourself at
home ; a rost sweet place it is, and but a short mile beyond
Hampstead. Who knows, Miss Emily, what effect such a visit
might have had! if I had half your beauty, I should not waste it
pining after e’er a worthless fellow of them all. I felt my heart
swell at her words ; I would have been angry if I could ; but I
was in that stupid state which is not easily awakened to anger:
when I would have chid her, the reproof stuck in my threat; I
could only weep !

« Her want of respect increased, as I had not spirit enough to
assert it; my work was now rather imposed than offered, and I
became a drudge for the bread I eat: but my dependance and
servility grew in proportion, and I was now in a situation which
could not make any extraordinary exertions to disengage itself
from either ; I found myself with child.

¢« At last the wretch who had thus trained me to destruction,

hinted the purpose for which those means had been used. I .

discovered her to be an artful procuress for the pleasures of
those, who are men of decency to the world in the midst of
debauchery.

«I roused every spark of courage within me at the horrid
proposal. She treated my passion at first somewhat mildly ;
but when I continued to exert it, she resented it with insult, and
told e plainly, That if I did not soon comply with her desires,
I should pay every farthing I owed, or rot in a jail for life. I
trembled at the thought; still, however, I resisted her importu-
nities, and she put her threats in execution. I was conveyed to
prison, weak from my condition, weaker from that struggle of
grief and misery which for some time I had suffered. A mis-
carriage was the consequence,

¢ Amidst all the horrors of such a state, surrounded with
wretches totally callous, lost alike to humanity and to shame,
think, Mr. Harley, think what I endured ; nor wonder that I at
last- yielded to the solicitations of that miscreant I bad seen at
her house, and sunk to the prostitution which he tempted. But
that was happiness compared to what I suffered since. He soon
abandoned me to the common use of the town, and I was cast
among those miserable beings in whose society I have since
remained.

«Oh! did the daughters of virtue know our sufferings; did
they see our hearts torn with anguish amidst the affectation of
gayety which our faces are obliged to assume! our bodies tor-
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tured by disease, our minds with that consciousness which they
cannot lose! Did they know, did they think of this, Mr. Harley !
—their censures are just ; but their pity, perhaps, might spare
the wretches whom their justice should condemn.

« Last night, but for an exertion of benevolence which the
infection of our infamy prevents even in the humane, I had been
thrust out from this miserable place which misfortune has yet
left me ; exposed to the brutal insults of drunkenness, or drag-
ged by that justice which I could not bribe, to the punishment
which may correct, but, alas! can never amend, the abandoned
objects of its terrors. From that, Mr. Harley, your goodness
has relieved me.” ) )

He beckoned with his hand : he would have stopped the
mention of his favors; but he could not speak, had it been to
beg a diadem,

he saw his tears ; her fortitude began to fail at the sight,
when the voice of some stranger on the stairs awakened her
attention. She listened for a moment ; then starting up, ex-
claimed, ¢ Merciful God! my. father’s voice !”

She had scarce uttered the word, when the door burst open,
and a man entered in the garb of an officer. When he disco-
vered his daughter and Harley, he started back a few paces;
his look assumed a furious wildness; he laid his hand on his
sword. The two objects of his wrath did not utter a syllable.
« Villain,” he cried, ¢thou seest a father who had once a
daughter’s honor to preserve ; blasted as it now is, behold him
ready to avenge its loss !”

Harley had by this time some power of utterance. ¢ Sir,”
said he, ¢ if you will be a moment calm”— Infamous coward !”
interrupted the other, ¢ dost thou preach calmness to wrongs
like mine?’ He drew his sword. ¢ Sir,” said Harley, *let
me tell you”—The blood ran quicker to his cheeks—his pulse
beat one—no more—and regained the temperament of humanity!
—=«You are deceived, Sir,” said he, ¢ you are much deceived ;
but I forgive suspicions which your misfortunes have justified : I
would not wrong you, upon my soul I would not, for the dearest
gratification of a thousand worlds ; my heart bleeds for you!”

His daughter was now prostrate at his feet. ¢ Strike,” said
she, ¢ strike here a wretch, whose misery cannot end but with
that death she deserves.” Her hair had fallen on her shoulders !
her look had the horrid calmness of out-breathed despair! Her
father would have spoken; his lip quivered ; his cheek grew
pale; his eyes lost the lightning of their fury! there was a re-
proach in them, but with a mingling of pity! He turned them
up to heaven—then on his daughter. He laid his left hand on
his heart—the sword dropped from his right—he burst into tears.
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CHAPTER XXIX.
‘The Distresses of a Father.

HarrLey kneeled also at the side of the unfortunate dauglster ;
« Allow me, Sir,” said he, “to entreat your pardon for one
whose offences have been already so signally punished. I
know, I feel, that those tears, wrung from the heart of a father,
are more dreadful to her than all the punishments your sword
could have inflicted : accept the contrition of a child, whom
heaven has restored to you.” .

& Is she not lost,” answered he, “irrecoverably lost? Dam
nation! a common prostitute to the meanest ruffian !

« Calmly, my dear Sir,” said Harley, ¢ did you know by
what complicated misfortunes she had fallen to that miserable
state in which you now behold her, I should have no need of
words to excite your compassion. Think, Sir, of what once
she was! Would you abandon her to the insults of an un-
feeling world, deny her opportunity for penitence, and cut off
the little comfort that still remains for your afflictions and her
own?” ’

% Speak,” said he, addressing himself to his daughter ;
“speak . I will hear thee.” The desperation that supported her
was lost: she fell to the ground, and bathed his feet with her
tears !

Harley undertook her cause: he related the treacheries to
which she had fallen a sacrifice, and again solicited the forgive-
ness of her father. He looked on her for some time in silence ;
the pride of a soldier’s honor checked for a while the yearnings
of his heart ; but nature at last prevailed, he fell on her neck,
and mingled his tears with hers.

Harley, who discovered from the dress of the stranger, that
he was just arrived from a journey, begged that they would both
remove to his lodgings, till he could procure others for them.
Atkins looked at him with some marks of surprise. His daugh-
ter now first recovered the power of speech: ¢ Wretch as I
am,” said she,  yet there is some gratitude due to the preserver
of your child. See him now before you. To him I owe my
life, or at least the comfort of imploring your forgiveness before
I die.” « Pardon me, young gentleman,” said Atkins, « I fear
my passion wronged you.”

“ Never, never, Sir,” said Harley ; “if it had, your reconci-
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liation to your daughter were an atonement a thousand fold.”
He then repeated his request that he might be allowed to con-
duct them to his lodgings ; to which Mr. Atkins at last consented.
He took his daughter’s arm. * Come, my Emily,” said he,
“ we can never, never recover that happiness we have lost! but
time may teach us to remember our misfortunes with patience.”

When they arrived at the house where Harley lodged, he was
informed, that the first floor was then vacant, and that the gen-
tleman and his daughter might be accommodated there. While
he was upon his inquiry, Miss Atkins informed her father more
particularly what she owed to his benevolence. When he turned
into the room where they were, Atkins ran and embraced him ;
begged him again to forgive the offence he had given him, and
made the warmest protestations of gratitude for his favors. We
would attempt to describe the joy which Harley felt on this oc-
casion, did it not occur to us, that one half of the world could
not understand it, though we did; and the pther half will, by
this time, have understood it without any description at all.

Miss Atkins now retired to her chamber, to take some rest
from the violence of the emotions she had suffered. When she
was gone, her father, addressing himself to Harley, said, « You
have a right, Sir, to be informed of the present situation of one
who owes so much to your compassion for his misfortunes. My
daughter, I find, has informed you what that was at the fatal
juncture when they began. Her distresses you have heard, you
have pitied as they deserved ; with mine, perhaps, I cannot so
easily make you acquainted. You have a feeling heart, Mr.
Harley ; I bless it that it has saved my child ; but you never
were a father, a father torn by that most dreadful of calamities,
the dishonor of a child he doated on! You have been already
informed of some of the circumstances of her elopement. I °
was then from home, called by the death of a relation, who,
though he would never advance me a shilling, on the utmost
exigency, in his life-time, left me all the gleanings of his fru-
gality at his death. I would not write this intelligence to my
daughter, because I intended to be the bearer of it myself; and
as soon as my business would allow me, I set out on my return,
winged with all the haste of paternal affection. T fondly built
those schemes of future happiness, which present prosperity is
ever busy to suggest: my Emily was concerned in them all.
As T approached our little dwelling, my heart throbbed with the
anticipation of joy and welcome. I imagined the cheering fire,
the blissful contentment of a frugal meal, made luxurious by a
daughter’s smile : I painted to myself her surprise at the tidings
of our new-acquired riches, our fond disputes about the disposal
of them.
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« The road was shortened by the dreams of happiness I en-
joyed, and it began to be dark as I reached the house : I alighted
from my horse, and walked softly up stairs to the room we
commonly sat in. I was somewhat disappointed at not finding
my daughter there. I rung the bell ; her maid appeared, and
showed no small signs of wonder at the summons. She blessed
herself, as she entered the room: I emiled at her surprise.
¢ Where is Miss Emily, Sir?’ said she.—¢ Emily ¥—¢ Yes, Sir;
she has been gone hence some days, upon receipt of those let-
ters you sent her.’—¢ Letters !’ said I.—¢ Yes, Sir; so she told
me, and went off in all haste that very night.’

« ] stood aghast as she spoke ; but was able so far to recollect
myself, as to put on the affectation of calmness, and telling her
there was certainly some mistake in the .affair, desired her to
leave me.

« When she was gone, I threw myself into a chair in that
state of uncertainty which is of all others the most dreadful.
The gay visions, tith which I had delighted myself, vanished
in an instant : I was tortured with tracing back the same circle
of doubt and disappointment. My head grew dizzy, as I thought.
I called the servant again, and asked her a hundred questions
to no purpose ; there was not room even for conjecture.

« Something at last arose in my mind, which we call Hope,
without knowing what it is. I wished myself deluded by it;
but it could not prevail over my returning fears. I arose, and
walked through the room. My Emily’s spinnet stood at the
end of it, open, with a book of music folded down at some of my
favorite lessons. I touched the keys ; there was a vibration in
the sound that froze my blood. I looked around, and methought
the fa.nily pictures on the walls gazed on me with compassion
in their faces. I sat down again, with an attempt at more com-
posure ; I started at every creaking of the door, and my ears
rung with imaginary noises!

«I bad not remained long in this situation, when the arrival
of a friend, who had accidentally heard of my return, put an end
to my doubts, by the recital of my daughter’s dishonor. He
told me he had his information from a young gentleman, to
whom Winbrooke had boasted of having seduced her. ’

«] started from my seat, with broken curses on my lips, and
without knowing whither I should pursue them, ordered m
servant to load my pistols, and saddle my horses. My friend,
however, with great difficulty, persuaded me to compose myself
for that night, promising to accompany me on the morrow to
Sir George Winbrooke’s in quest of his son.

¢« The morrow came, after a night spent in a state little distant
from madness. We went as early as decency would allow to
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Sir George’s. He received me with politeness, and indeed
compassion; protested his abhorrence of his son’s conduct, and
told me, that he had set out some days before for London, on
which place he bad procured a draught for a large sum, on pre-
tence of finishing his travels ;' but that he had not heard from
him since his departure.

« I did not wait for any more, either of information or comfort,
but, against the united remonstrances of Sir George and my
friend, set out instantly for London, with a frantic uncertainty of
purpose ; but there all manner of search was in'vain. I could
trace neither of them any farther than the inn where they first
put up on their arrival ; and, after some days’ fruitless inquiry,
returned home, destitute of every little hope that had hitherto
supported me. The journeys I had made, the restless nights I
had spent, above all, the perturbation of my mind, had the effect
which naturally might be expected : a very dangerous fever was
the consequence. From this, however, contrary to the expec-
tation of my physicians, I recovered. It was now that I first
felt something like calmness of mind; probably from being re-
duced to a state which could not produce the exertions of anguish
or despair. A stupid melancholy settled on my soul : I could
endure to live with an apathy of life : at times, I forgot my re-
sentment, and wept at the remembrance of my child.

“ Such has been the tenor of my days since that fatal moment
when these misfortunes began, till yesterday, that I received a
letter from a friend in town, acquainting me of her present situ-
ation. Could such tales as mine, Mr. Harley, be sometimes
suggested .to the daughters of levity ; did they but know with
what qnxiety the heart of a parent flutters round the child he
loves ; they would be less apt to construe into harshness that
delicate concern for their conduct, which they often complain
of as laying restraint upon things to the young, the gay, and the
thoughtless, seemingly harmless and indifferent. Alas! I fondly
imagined that I needed not even these common cautions ! my
Emily was the joy of my age, and the pride of my soul! Those
things are now no more! they are lost for ever! Her death I
could have borne ; but the death of her honor has added obloquy
gnd shame to that sorrow which bends my gray hairs to the

ust 1”

As he spoke these last words, his voice trembled in his throat ;
it was now lost in his tears! He sat with his face half turned
from Harley, as if he would have hid the sorrow which he felt.
Harley was in the same attitude himself; he durst not meet
. Atking’ eye with a tear ; but gathering his stifled breath, « Let
me entreat you, Sir,” said he, “to hope better things. The
world is ever tyrannical ; it warps our sorrows t:l:«glge them

6
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with keener affliction : let us not be slaves to the names it affixes
to motive or to action. I know an ingenuous mind cannot help
feeling when they sting : but there are considerations by which
it may be overcome: its fantastic ideas vanish as they rise;

they teach us—to look beyond it.”
* % x Ok X K X %

A FRAGMENT.

Showing his success with the Baronet.

**% ThE card he received was in the politest style in which
disappointment could be communicated : the baronet ¢ was un-
der the necessity of giving up his application for Mr. Harley,
as he was informed, that the lease was engaged for a gentleman
who had long served his majesty in another capacity, and whose
merit had entitled him to the first lucrative thing that should be
vacant,” Even Harley could not murmur at such a disposal.
« Perhaps,” said he to himself, ¢ some war-worn officer, who,
like poor Atkins, had been neglected from reasons which merited
the highest advancement ; whose honor could not stoop to solicit
the preferment he deserved ; perhaps, with a family, taught the
principles of delicacy, without the means of supporting it ; a wife
and children,—gracious heaven! whom my wishes would have
deprived of bread !”*

He was interrupted in his reverie by some one tapping him
on the shoulder ; and, on turning round, he discovered it to be
the very man who had explained to him the condition of his gay
companion at Hyde-park corner. 1T am glad to see you, Sir,”
said he ; «I believe we are fellows in disappointment.” Harley
started, and said, that he was at a loss to understand him.
«Poh! you need not be so shy,” answered the other; ¢ every
one for himself is but fair, and I had much rather you had got
it than the rascally guager.” Harley still protested his ignorance
of what he meant. ¢« Why, the lease of Bancroft-manor: had
not you been applying for it 1”—«1I confess I was,” replied
Harley ; “but I cannot conceive how you should be interested
in the matter.”—* Why, I was making interest for it myself,”
said he, ¢ and I think I had some title: I voted for this same
baronet at the last election, and made some of my friends do
80 too ; though I would not have you imagine that I sold my
vote ; no, I scorn it, let me tell you, I scornit: but I thought
as how this man was staunch and true, and I find he’s but s




THE MAN ®BELING. . 63

double-faced fellow after all, and speechifies in the house for
any side he hopes to make most by. Oh! how many fine
speeches, and squeezings by the hand, we had of him on the
canvass! ¢ And if ever I shall be so happy as to have an oppor-
tunity of serving you;’—a murrain on the smooth-tongued knave !
and after all to get it for this pimp of a guager.”—¢« The guager!
there must be some mistake,” said Harley ; ¢he writes me, that
it was engaged for one, whose long services”—¢ Services !”’
interrupted the other; ¢you shall hear. Services! yes, his
sister arrived in town a few days ago, and is now seamstress to
the baronet. A plague on all rogues! says honest Sam Wright-
son: I shall but just drink damnation to them to-night, in a
crown’s-worth of Ashley’s, and leave London to-morrow by
sunrise.”— I shall leave it too,” said Harley; and so he ac-
cordingly did.

In passing through Piccadilly, he had observed, on the win-
dow of an inn, a notification of the departure of a stage-coach
for a place in his road homewards; in the way back to bis
lodgings, he took & seat in it for his return.

CHAPTER XXXIIIL
He leaves London—Characters in a Stage-Coach.

THEe company in the stage-coach consisted of a grocer and
his wife, who were going to pay & visit to some of their country
friends; a young officer, who tock this way of marching to
quarters ; a middle-aged gentlewoman, who had been hired as
housekeeper to some family in the country; and an elderly,
well-looking man, with a remarkable old-fashioned periwig.

Harley, upon entering, discovered but one vacant seat, next
the grocer’s wife, which, from his natural shyness of temper, he
made no scruple to occupy, however aware that riding back-
wards always disagreed with him.

Though his inclination to physiognomy had met with some
rubs in the metropolis; e Had not yet tost his attachment to that
science : he set himself, therefare, to examine, as usual, the
countenances of his companions. Here, indeed, he was not
long in doubt as to the preference ; for, besides that the elderly
gentleman, who sat opposite to him, had features by nature
more expressive of good dispositions, there was something in
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that penwig we mentioned, peculiarly attractive of Harley’s

regard.
e had not been long employed in these speculations, when
/ he found himself attacked with that faintish sickness, which was
the natural consequence of his situation in the coach. 'The
paleness of his countenance was first observed by the house-
keeper, who immediately made offer of her smelling-bottle,
which Harley, however, declined, telling, at the same time, the
cause of his uneasiness. The gentleman on the opposite side
of the coach now first turned his eye from the side-direction in
which it had been fixed, and begged Harley to exchange places
with him, expressing his regret that he bad not made the pro-
posal before. Harley thanked him, and, upon being assured
that both seats were alike to him, was about to accept his offer,
when the young gentleman of the sword, putting on an arch
look, laid hold of the other’s arm. ¢ So, my old boy,” said he,
«T find you have still some youthful blood about you, but, with
your leave, I will do myself the honor of sitting by this lady ;”
and took his place accordingly. The grocer stared him as full
in the face as his own short neck would allow ; and his wife,
who was a little round-faced woman, with a great deal of color
in her cheeks, drew up at the compliment that was paid her,
looking first at the officer, and then at the housekeeper.

This incident was productive of some discourse ; for before,
though there was sometimes a cough or a hem from the grocer,
and the officer now and then humm’d a few notes of a song, there
bad not a single word passed the lips of any of the company.

Mrs. Grocer observed, how ill-convenient it was for people,
who could not bear to ride backwards, to travel in a stage.
This brought on a dissertation on stage-coaches in general, and
the pleasure of keeping a chay of one’s own ; which led to an-
other, on the great riches of Mr. Deputy Bearskin, who, accord-
ing to her, had once been of that industrious order of youths
who sweep the crossings of the streets for the conveniency of
passengers, but, by various fortunate accidents, had now ac-~
quired an immense fortune, and kept his coach and a dozen
livery servants. All this afforded ample fund for conversation,
if conversation it might be called, that was carried on solely by
the before mentioned lady, nobody offering to interrupt her,
except that the officer sometimes signified his approbation by a
variety of oaths, a sort of phraseology in which he seemed ex-
tremely conversant. She appealed, indeed, frequently to her
husband for the authenticity of certain facts, of which the good
man as often protested his total ignorance; but as he was
always called fool, or something very like it, for his pains, he
at last contrived to support the credit of his wife without preju-
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dice to his conscience, and signified his assent by a noise not
unlike the grunting of that animal which in shape and fatness he
somewhat resembled.

The housekeeper, and the old gentleman who sat mext to
Harley, were now observed to be fast asleep ; at which the lady,
who bad been at such pains to entertain them, muttered some
words of displeasure, and, upon the officer’s whispering to smoke
the old put, both she and her husband pursed up their mouths
into a contemptuous smile. Harley looked sternly on the grocer :
“You are come, Sir,” said he, * to those years when you might
have learned some reverence for age: as for this young man,
who has so lately escaped from the nursery, he may be allowed
to divert himself.” «Damme, Sir,” said the officer, “do you
call me young1” striking up the front of his hat, and stretching
forward on his seat, till his face almost touched Harley’s. It
is probable, however, that he discovered something there which
tended to pacify him; for, on the lady’s entreating them not to
quarrel, he very soon resumed his posture and calmness together,
and was rather less profuse of his oaths during the rest of the
Jjourney.

It is possible the old gentleman had waked time enough ta
hear the last part of this discourse ; at least (whether from that
cause, or that he too was a physiognomist) he wore a look re-
markably complacent to Harley, who, on his part, showed a
particular observance of him : indeed they had soon a better
opportuuity of making their acquaintance, as the coach arrived
that night at the town where the officer’s regiment lay, and the
places of destination of their other fellow-travellers, it seems,
were at no great distance ; for next morning the old gentleman
and Harley were the only passengers remaining.

‘When they left the inn in the morning, Harley, pulling out a

little pocket-book, began to examine the contents, and make
some corrections with a pencil. ¢ This,” said he, turning to his
comps ,ion, * i3 an amusement with which I sometimes pass idle
hours at an inn : these are quotations from those humble poets,
who trust their fame to the brittle tenure of windows and drink-
ing-glasses.” ¢ From our inns,” returned the gentleman, “a
stranger might imagine that we were a nation of poets ; machines
at least containing poetry which the motion of a journey emptied
of their contents : is it from the vanity of being thought geniuses,
or a mere mechanical imitation of the custom of others, that we
are tempted to scrawl rhyme upon such places ?”

¢ Whether vanity is the cause of our becoming rhymesters or
not,” answered Harley, «it is a pretty certainl:g'ect of it. An
old man of my acquaintance, who deals in apothegms, used to
say, That he had known few men without envy, few wits without

: 6



66 THE MAN OF FEELING.

ill-nature, and no poet without vanity ; and I believe his remark
is a pretty just one: vanity has been immemorially the charter
of poets. In this the ancients were more hopest than we are:
the old poets frequently make boastful predictions of the immor-
tality their works will obtain for them ; ours, in their dedications
and prefatory discourses, employ much eloquence to praise their
patrons, and much seeming modesty to condemn themselves, or
at least to apologize for their productions to the world :~but this,
in my opinion, is the more assuming manner of the two ; for of
all the garbs I ever saw Pride put on, that of her humility is to
me the most disgusting.”

« [t is natural enough for a poet to be vain,” said the stranger :
«the little worlds which he raises, the inspiration which he
claims, may easily be productive of self-importance ; though
that inspiration is fabulous, it brings on egotism, which is always
the parent of vanity.”

«It may be supposed,” answered Harley, ¢ that inspiration
of old was an article of religious faith ; in modern times it may
be translated, a propensity to compose ; and I believe it is not
always most readily found where the poets have fixed its resi-
dence, amidst groves and plains, and the scenes of pastoral
retiroment. The mind may be there unbent from the cares of
the world ; but it will frequently, at the same time, be unnerved
from any great exertion : it will feel the languor of indolence,
and wander without effort over the regions of reflection.”

« There is at least,” said the stranger, *one advantage ‘i
the poetical inclination, that it is an incentive to philanthropy.
There is a certain poetic ground, on which a man cannot tread
without feelings that enlarge the heart: the causes of human
depravity vanish before the romantic enthusiasm he professes,
and many who are not able to reach the Parnassian heights,
may yet approach so near as to be bettered by the air of the
climate.”

T have always thought so,” replied Harley ; ¢but this is an
argument with the prudent against it: they urge the danger of
unfitness for the world.” ~ '

«I allow it,” returned the other; “but I believe it is not
always rightfully imputed to the bent for poetry: that is only
one effect of the common cause.—Jack, says his father, is in-
deed no scholar ; nor could all the drubbings from his master
ever bring him one step forward in his accidence or syntax : but
I intend him for a merchant.—Allow the same indulgence to
Tom.—Tom reads Virgil and Horace when he should be cast-
ing accounts ; and but 'other day he pawned his great-coat for
an edition of Shakspeare.—But Tom would have been as he is,
though Virgil and Horace had never been born, though Shaks
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peare had died a link-boy ; for his nurse will tell you, that when
he was a child, he broke his rattle, to discover what it was that
sounded within it ; and burnt the sticks of his go-cart, because
he liked to see the sparkling of timber in the fire.—'Tis a sad
case; but what is to be done ?—Why, Jack shall make a for-
tune, dine on venison, and drink claret.—Ay, but Tom—Tom
shall dine with his brother, when his pride will let him ; at other
times he shall bless God over a half-pint of ale and a Welsh
rabbit; and both shall go to heaven as they may.—That’s a
poor prospect for Tom, says the father.—To go to heaven! 1
cannot agree with him.” .

« Perhaps,” said Harley, ¢“we now-a-days discourage the -
romantic turn a little too much. Our boys are prudent too soon.
Mistake me not, I do not mean to blame them for want of levity
or dissipation ; but their pleasures are those of hackneyed vice,
blunted to every finer emotion by the repetition of debauch ;
and -their desire of pleasure is warped to the desire of wealth,
as the means of procuring it. The immense riches acquired
by individuals have erected a standard of ambition, destructive
of private morals and of public virtue. The weaknesses of vice
are left us ; but the most a'lowable of our failings we are taught
to despise. Love, the passion most natural to the sensibility
of youth, has lost the plaintive dignity it once possessed, for the
unmeaning simper of a dangling coxcomb ; and the only serious
concern, that of a dowry, is settled, even amongst the beardless
leaders of the dancing-school. The Frivolous and the Interested
(might a satirist say) are the characteristical features of the age ;
they are visible even in the essays of our philosophers. They
laugh at the pedantry of our fathers, who complained of the
times in which they lived ; they are at pains to persuade us how
much those were deceived ; they pride themselves in defending
things as they find them, and in exploding the barren sounds
which had been reared into motives for action. To this their
style is suited ; and the manly tone of reason is exchanged for
perpetual efforts at sneer and ridicule. This I hold to be an
alarming crisis in the corruption of a state; when not only is
virtue declined, and vice prevailing, but when the praises of v1rtue
are forgotten, and the infamy of vice unfelt.”

They soon after arrived at the next inn upon the route of the
stage-coach, when the stranger told Harley, that his brother’s
house, to which he was retummg, lay at no great distance, and
he must therefore unwillingly bid him adieu.

T should like,” said Harley, takmg his hand, ¢ to have some
word to remember so much seeming worth by: my name is
Harley.”—¢ I shall remember it,” answered the old gentleman,
“in my prayers ; mine is Silton.” :
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And Silton indeed it was! Ben Silton himself! Once more,
my honored friend, farewell!—Born to be happy without the
world, to that peaceful happiness which the world has not to
bestow! Envy never scowled on thy life, nor hatred smiled on
thy grave.

CHAPTER XXXIV.
He meets an old Acquaintance.

WHEN the stage-coach arrived at the place of its destination,
Harley began to consider how he should proceed the remaining
part of his journey. He was very civilly accosted by the master
of the inn, who offered tg accommodate him either with a post-
chaise or horses, to any distance he had a mind ; but as he did
things frequently in a way different from what other people call
natural, he refused these offers, and set out lmmedm.tely a-foot,
having first put a spare shirt in his pocket, and given directions
for the forwarding of his portmanteau. This was a method of
travelling which he was accustomed to take ; it Saved the trouble
of provision for any animal but himself, and left him at liberty
to choose his quarters, either at an inn, or at the first cottage in
which he saw a face he liked : nay, when he was not peculiarly
attracted by the reasonable creation, he would sometimes con-
sort with a species of inferior rank, and lay himself down to
sleep by the side of a rock, or on the banks of a rivulet. He
did few things without a motive, but his motives were rather
eccentric: and the usual and expedient were terms which he
held to be very mdeﬁmte, and which, therefore, he did not always
apgll‘y to the sense in which they are commonly understood.

he sun was now in his decline, and the evening remarkably
serene, when he entered a hollow part of the road, which winded
between the surrounding banks, and seamed the sward in differ-
ent lines, as the choice of travellers had directed them to tread
it. It seemed to be little frequented now, for some of those had
partly recovered their former verdure. The scene was such as
aduced Harley to stand and enjoy it; when, turning round, his
ngtice was attracted by an object, whxch the fixture of his eye
on the spot he walked had before prevented him from observing,

An old man, who, from his dress, seemed to have been a
soldier, lay fast asleep on the ground ; a kunapsack rested on a
stone at his right hand, while his staff and brass-hilted sword
were crossed at his left.
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Hurley looked on him with the most earnest attention. He
was one of those figures which Salvator would have drawn ; nor
was the surrounding scenery unlike the wildness of that pamter’s
back-grounds. The banks on each side were covered with
fantastic shrub-wood, and at a little distance, on the top of one
of them, stood a ﬁnger-post1 to mark the directions of two roads
which diverged from the point where it was placed. A rock
with some dangling wild flowers, jutting out above where the
soldier lay ; on which grew the stump of a large tree, white with
age, and a single twisted branch shaded his face as he slept.
His face had the marks of manly comeliness impaired by time ;
* his forehead was not altogether bald, but his hairs might have
been numbered; while a few white locks behind crossed the
brown of his neck with  contrast the most venerable to a mind

“like Harley’s. ¢ Thou art old,” said he to himself ; «but age
has not brought thee rest for its infirmities : I fear those silver
hairs have not found shelter from thy country, though that neck
has been bronzed in its service.” The stranger waked. He
looked at Harley with the appearance of some confusion : it was
a pain the latter knew too well to think of causing in another;
he turned and went on. The old man re-adjusted his knap-
sack, and followed in one of the tracks on the opposlte side
of the road.

‘When Harley heard the tread.of his feet behind lnm, he could
not help stealing back a glance at his fellow-traveller. He
seemed to bend under the weight of his knapsack ; he halted in

" his walk, and one of his arms was supported by a sling, and lay
motionless acrogs his breast. He had that steady look of sor-
row, which indicates that its owner has gazed upon his griefs
till he has forgotten to lament them; yet not without those
streaks of complacency, which a good mind will sometimes
throw into the countenance, through all the incumbent load of its
depression.

He had now advanced nearer to Harley, and, thh an uncer-
tain sort of voice, begged to know what it was o’cleck; «]
fear,” said he,  sleep has beguiled me of my time, and I sha.ll
hardly have light enough left to carry me to the end of my
journey.” ¢ Father!” said Harley, (who by this time found the
romantic enthusiasm rising within him,) “how far do you mean
to go? « Baut a little way, Sir,”” returned the other; ¢ and in-
deed it is but a little way I can manage now : ’tis just four miles
from the t to the village, whither I am going.” “I am
going thitf .r too,” said Harley; “we may make the road
shorter to each other. You seem to have served your country,
8ir, to have served it hardly, too ; ’tis a character I have the
highost esteem for.—I would not be impertinently inquisitive ;

’
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but there is that in your appearance which excites my cwriosity
to know something more of you: in.the mean time, suffer me
to carry that knapsack.”

The old man gazed on him ; a tear stood inhis eye ! “ Young
gentleman,” said he, “you are too good: may Heaven bless
you for an old man’s sake, who has nothing but his blessing to
give! But my knapsack is so familiar to my shoulders, that I
should walk the worse for wanting it; and it would be trouble-
some to you, who have not been used to its weight.” ¢ Far
from it,” answered Harley, ¢ I should tread the lighter ; it would
be the most honorable badge I ever wore.” : :

« Sir,” said the stranger, who had looked earnestly in Harley’s
face during the last part of his discourse, ‘is not your name
Harley1” «Itis,” replied he; “I am ashamed to say I have
forgotten yours.” ¢ You may well have forgotten my face,”
said the stranger;—*’tis a long time since you saw it; but
possibly you may remember something of old Edwards.”—
« Edwards | cried Harley, “oh! heavens!” and sprung to
embrace him ; “let me clasp those knees on which I have sat
so often: Edwards !—I shall never forget that fireside, round
which I have been so happy! But where, where have you been?
where is Jack ! where is your daughter? How has it fared
with them, when fortune, I fear, has been so unkind to you 1’—
«Tis a long tale,” replied Edwards; ¢“but I will try to tell it
you as we walk.

“ When you were at school in the neighborhood, you remem-
ber me at South-hill: that farm had been possessed by my
father, grandfather, and great-grandfather, which last was a
younger brother of that very man’s ancestor, who is now lord
of the manor. I thought I managed it as they had done, with
prudence ; I paid my rent regularly as it became due, and had
always as much behind as gave bread to me and my children.
But my last lease was out soon after you left that part of the
country ; and the squire, who had lately got a London attorney
for his steward, would not renew it, because, he said, he did not
choose to have any farm under 300l. a-year value on his estate ;
but offered to give me the preference on the same terms with
another, if I chose to take the one he had marked out, of which
mine was a part,

“What could I do, Mr. Harley? I feared the undertaking
was too great for me ; yet to leave, at my age, the house I had
lived in from my cradle! I could not, Mr. Harley, I could not;
there was not a tree about it that I did not look on as my father
my brother, or my child : so I even ran the risk, and took the
squire’s offer of the whole. But I had soon reason to repent
of my bargain ; the steward had taken care that my former farm
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should be the best land of the division: I was obliged to hire
more servants, and I could not have my eye over them all;
some unfavorable seasons followed one another, and I found my
affairs entangling on my bands. To add to my distress, a con-
siderable corn-factor turned bankrupt with a sum of mine in his
possession: I failed paying my rent so punctually as I was
wont to do, and the same steward had my stock taken in exe-
cution in a few days after. So, Mr. Harley, there was an end
of my prosperity. However, there was as much produced from
the sale of my effects as paid my debts and saved me from a
- jail: I thank God I wronged no man, and the world could nevex
charge me with dishonesty. '

«“ Had you seen us, Mr. Harley, when we were turned out
of South-hill, I am sure you would have wept at the sight. You
remember old Trusty, my shag house-dog ; I shall never forget
it while I live ; the poor creature was blind with age, and could
scarce crawl after-us to the door: he went, however, as far as
the gooseberry-bush, which you may remember stood on the left
side of the yard ; he was wont to bask in the sun there: when
he had reached that spot, he stopped ; we went on: I called to
him; he wagged his tail, but did not stir: I called again; he
lay down : I whistled, and oried Trusty ; he gave a short howl,
- and died !—I could have lain down and died too ; but God gave
me strength to live for my children.” '

The old man now paused a moment to take breath. He
eyed Harley’s face; it was bathed with tears: the story was
grown familiar to himself’; he dropped one tear, and no more.

« Though I was poor,” continued he, “I was not altogether
without credit. A gentleman in the neighborhood, who had a
small farm unoccupied at the time, offered to let me have it, on
giving security for the rent; which I made shift to procure. It
was a piece of ground which required management to make any
thing of ; but it was nearly within the compass of my son’s labor
and my own. We exerted all our industry to bring it into some
heart. ~ We began to succeed tolerably, and lived contented on
its produee, when an unlucky accident brought us under the
displeasure of a neighboring justice of the peace, and broke all
our family happiness again.

“ My son was a remarkable good shooter; he had always
kept a pointer on our former farm, and thought no harm in doing
so now ; when, one day, having sprung a covey of partridges,
in our own ground, the dog, of his own accord, followed them
into the justice’s. My son laid down his gun, and went after
his dog to bring him back: the game-keeper, who had marked
the birds, came up, and, seeing the pointer, shot him, just as my
son approached. The creature fell : my son ran up to him: he

\
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died, with a complaining sort of cry, at his master’s feet. Jack
could bear it no longer, but, flying at the game-keeper, wrenched
his gun out of his hand, and, with the butt end of it, felled him
to'the ground. 4 :

*“He had scarce got home, when & constable came with a
warrant, and dragged him to prison ; there he lay, for the justices
would not take bail, till he was tried at the quarter-sessions for
the assault and battery. His fine was hard upon us to pay;
- we contrived, however, to live the worse for it, and make up
the loss by our frugality. But the justice was not content with
that punishment, and soon after had an opportunity of punishing
us indeed. : R ,

“An officer, with press-orders, came down to our county,
and, having met with the justices, agreed, that they should pitch
on a certain number, who could most easily be spared from the
county, of whom he would take care to clear it: my son’s name
was in the justices’ list. T

“*T'was on a Christmas eve, and the birth-day, too, of my
son’s little boy. The night was piercing cold, and it blew a
storm, with showers of hail and snow. We had made up a
cheering fire in an inner room ; I sat before it in my wicker-
chair, blessing Providence, that had still left a shelter for me
and my children. My son’s two little ones were holding their
gambols around us ; my heart warmed at the sight: I brought
a bottle of my best ale, and all our misfortunes were forgatten.

It had long been our custom to play a game at blindman’s-
buff on that night, and it was not omitted now ; so to it we fell,
I, and my son, and his wife, the daughter of a neighboring farm-
er, who happened to be with us at the time, the two children,
anid an old maid-servant, who bad lived with me from a child.
The lot fell on my son to be blindfolded. We had continued
some time at our game, when he groped his way into an outex
room, in pursuit of some of us, who, he imagined, had taken
shelter there ;. we kept snug in our places, and enjoyed his mis-
take. He bad not been long there, when he was suddenly
seized from behind ; ¢ 1 shall have you now,’ said he, and turned
about. ¢ Shall you so, master}’ answered the ruffian, who had
laid hold of him; ¢ we shall make you play at another sort of
game by and by.’ ”—At these words, Harley started with a con-
vulsive sort of motion, and, grasping Edwards’ sword, drew it
half out of the scabbard, with a look of the most frantic wildness.
Edwards gently replaced it in its sheath, and went on with his
relation. ‘ ]

« On hearing these words in a strange voice, we all rushed
out to discover the cause ; the room, by this time, was almost
full of the gang. - My daughter-in-law fainted at the sight ; the
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maid and I ran to assist her, while my poor son remained mo-
tionless, gazing by turns on his children and their mother. We
soon recovered her to life, and begged her to retire, and wait
the issue of the affair; but she flew to her husband, and clung
round him in an agony of terror and grief. T

«In the gang was one of a smoother aspect, whom, by his
dress, we discovered to be.a sergeant of foot : -he came up to
me, and told me, that my son had his choice of -the sea .qr land
service, whispering, at the same time, that if he chose the Jand,
he might get off, on procuring him another man, and paying a
certain gum for his freedom. The money we cquld just muster
up in the house, by the assistance of the maid, who produced,
in a green bag, all the little savings of her service,; .but the man
we could not expect to find. My daughter-in-law npon
ber children with a look of the wildest despair. * My poor in-
fants I’ said she, ¢ your father is forced from you; whe shall now
labor for your bread ? or must your mother beg for herself and
you? I prayed her to be patient; but comfort I:had none to
giveher. At last, calling the sergeant aside, I asked him, ¢If1
was too old to be accepted in place of my son? ¢ Why, I don’t
know,’ said he; ¢you are rather old, to be sure, but yet the
money may do much.’ I put the money in his hand; and,
coming back to my children, ¢ Jack,’ said I, ¢ you are free ; live
to give your wife and these little ones bread; I will go, m;
child, in your stead : I have but little life to lose,.and if fosunr{,
f should add one to the wretches you left behind.’—¢ No,
replied my son, ¢ I am not that coward you imagine me ; Heav-
en fordid that my father’s.gray hairs should be so exposed, while
I sat idle at home ; I am young, and able to endure much, and
God will take care of you and my family.’—¢ Jack,’ said I, ¢I
will put an end to this matter ; you have never hitherto diso-
beyed me ; I will not be contradicted in this: stay at home, I
charge you, and, for my sake, be kind to my children.’

¢ OQur parting, Mr. Harley, I cannot describe to you ; it was
the first time we ever had parted: the very press-gang could
scarce -keep from tears ; but the sergeant, who had seemed the
softest before, was now the least. moved of them all. He con
ducted me to a party of new-raised recruits, who lay at a village
in the neighborhood ; and we soon after joined the regiment.
I had not been long with it, when we were ordered to the East
Indies, where I was soon made a sergeant, and might have
picked up some money, if my heart had been as hard as some
others were ; but my nature was never of that kind, that could
think of getting rich at the expense of my conscience.

“ Amongst our prisoners was an old Indian, whom some of
our officers supposed to have a treasure hidden some where ;

7
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which is no uncommon practice in that country. They pressed
him to discover it. He declared he had none ; but that would
not satisfy them ; so they ordered him to be tied to & stake, and
suffor fifty lashes every mo , till ‘he should learn to speak
out, as they said. Oh! Mr. Harley, had you seen him, as I
did, with his hands bound behind him suffering in silence, while
the big drops trickled down his shrivelled cheeks, and wet his
gray beard, which some of the inhuman soldiers plucked in
scotn! I could not bear it, I could not for my soul; and one
morning, when the rest of the guard were out of the way, I
found means to let him escape. I was tried by a court-martial
for negligence on my post, and ordered, in compassion of my’
age, and %mvmg got wound in my arm, and that in my leg,
in the service, only to suffer three hundred lashes, and be turned
out of the regiment; but my sentence was mitigated, as to the
lashes, and I had only two hundred. When I had suffered
these, I was turned out of the camp, and had between three and
four hundred miles to travel before I could reach a sea-port,
without guide to conduct me, or money to buy me provisions
by the way. I set out, however, resolved to walk as far as I
could, and then to lay myself down and die. But I had scarce
gonie a mile, when I was met by the Indian whom I had deli-
vered. He pressed mein his arms, and kissed the marks of
the lashes on my back a thousand times ; he led me to a little
hut, where some friend of his dwelt ; and, after I was recovered
of my wounds, conducted me go far on my jourmey himself,
and sent another. Indian to guide me through the rest. When
we parted, he pulled out a purse with two hundred pieces of
gold in it:—¢ 'lgake this,’ said he, ¢ iy dear preserver, it is all
I have been able to procure.’ I begged him not to bring him-
self to poverty for my sake, who should probably have no need
of it long: but he insisted on my #ccepting it. He embraced
me :—*¢You are an Englishman,’ &aid he, ¢ but the Great Spi#t
has given you an Indian heart; may he bear up the weight of
your old age, and blunt the arrow that brings it rest? We
parted, and not long after I made shift to get my passage to
England. T'is but about a week since I landed, and I am going
to end my days in the arms of my son. This sum may be of
use to him and his children ; *tis all the value I put upon it. I
thank Heaven, I never was ‘covetous of wealth; I never had
lr:mch, but was always so happy as to be content with my
ittle.”’—

When Edwards had ended his relation, Harley stood a while
looking at him in silence ; at Yast he pressed him in his arms,
and when he had given vent to the fulness of his heart by s
shower of tears, ¢ Edwards,” said he « let me hold thee to my
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besom 3 let me imprint the virtue of thy sufferings .on my soul,
Ceme, my bonored veteran! let me endeavar to sofien the last
days of a life, worn eut in the service of humanity : call me
dlso thy sob, and let me chemish thee as a father.” Edwands,
from whom the recolleetion of his own sufferings had scarce
foreed a tear, now blubbered like a boy; he .could not gpeak

his gretitude, but by some short exclamations of blessings upon ®

Harley.

CHAPTER XXXV,
‘ide misans an.old Aoquihmfwﬂn Adventure consequent upgn at.

‘Waex hey had -arrived ‘within a little way of the village they
journeyed to, Harley stopped short,-and looked. steadfastly on
the meuldering walls of a ruined house that stoed on the road-
side. ¢ Oh, heavens!” he oried, ¢ what do I see! silent, un-
roofed, and deselate! Are all the gay tenants gone? Dol
hear their ‘hum Bo more?! Edwards, look there, look there!
the scene of my infant joys, my.earliest friendshipa, laid waste
-and ruinous! ‘That was .the very sehool where I was boarded
when you were at South-hill; tis but :a twelvemonth since I
saw it standing, and its benches filled ‘with little cherubs : that
-opposite side of the road was the green on which théysported ;
-see it-now ploughed up ! I would have given fifty times its value
‘to have saved it from the sacrilege .of the plough.

« Dear 8ir,” replied -Edwards, «pethaps -they have left it
frem.choice, and may have got another spot as good.”—+ They
cannot,” said Harley, “they camnot; I shall never see the
sward -covered with its daisies, nor pressed by the dance of the
.dear innocents ; 1 shall never see that stump decked with the
gatlands which their litle hands had gathered. These two long
stones, which now lie at the foot of it, were once the .supports
of a hut I myself assisted to rear: Thave sat on the sods within
it, when we had spread our banquet of apples before ug, and
been more blest—Oh! Edwards! -infinitely more blest than
ever I shall be again.”

-Just then a woman passed them on the road, and discovered
some -signs of wonder:at the attitude of Harley, who stood, with
‘his hands folded together, looking with a moistened eye on the
fullen pillars of ‘the hut. kle was too much eatranced in

-~
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thought to observe her at all; but Edwards civilly accosting

her, desired to know, if that had not been the school-house, and

how it came into the condition in which .they now saw it?
- « Alack-a-day !’ said she, ‘it was the school-house indeed;
but to be sute, Sir, the squire has pulled -it down, because 1t

stood in the way of his prospects. ”——-“ What! how! prospects.!
pulled down !”” cried Harley. ¢ Yes, to be sure, Sir; and the
green, where the children used to play, he has ploughed up, be-
cause, he said, they hurt his fence on the other side of it.”—
« Curses on his narrow heart,” cried Harley, * that could vio-
" late a right so sacred! Heaven blast the wretch!

¢ And from his derogate body never sprin,
: Aba.betohonorhﬁ:xtﬁ v opring

But I need not, Edwards, I need not,” recovering himself a
little ; ¢ he 1s cursed enough already : to him the noblest source
of happiness. 1+ denied: and the cares of his sordid soul shall
know it, whue :nou sittest over a brown crust, smiling on those
mangled limbs that have saved thy son and his ¢hildren ! « If
you want any thing of the school-mistress, Sir,” said the woman,
¢ 1 can show you the way to her house.” He followed her,
without knowing whither he went.

They stopped at the door of a snug habltahon, where sat an
elderly woman with a boy and a girl before her, each of whom
‘held a supper of bread and mitk in their hands.  There, Sir,
is the school-mistress.”—« Madam,” said Harley, “was not
an old venerable :man school-master here some time ago?”
¢ Yes, Siryhe was: poor man! the loss of his former school-
house, I believe, broke-his heatt, for he died soon after it was
taken down; and as another has not yet been fouad, I have
that charge in.the mean: time.”—+¢ And this boy aad.girl, I pre- -
sume, are your pupils ¥"'—s¢ Ay, Sir, they are:poor orphans, put
under my care by the parish ; -and : more - promising - children I
-mever saw.” - ¢« Orpha.ns 1. said Harley. ¢ Yes, Sir, of honest
creditable parents as any in the parish ; and ‘it is a shame for
some folks to forget their relations, at a time when they have
most need to. remember them.”—+¢ Madam,” said Harley, «let
us never forget that “we are all relations.” He klssed the
<children.
¢ Their father, Sir,” continued she, *“ was a fanner here in

the neighborhood, and a sober industrious man he was; but
nobody can help misfortunes: what with bad crops, and bad
debts, which are worse, his affairs went to wreck ; and both he
and his wife died of broken hearts. And a sweet couple they
were, Sir ; there was not a properer man to look on in the
country than John Edwards, and so:indeed -were all the Ed-

[ ]
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wards’s.” « What Edwards’s1” cried ta old soldier hastily:
«The Edwards’s of South-bill; and a worthy family they
were.” ¢ South-hill!” said he, in a languia voice, and fell back
into the arms of the astonished Harley. 1o school-mistress
ran for some water, and a smelling-bottle, with the aasistance of
which they soon recovered the unfortunate <'dwards. He
stared wildly for some time; then folding his o1 han grand-
children in his arms, “ Oh! my children, my chii'~en!” he
cried, “have I found youthus? My poor Jack! art tho * gone?
I -thought thou shouldst have carned thy father’s gray h. *~a to
the grave! and these little ones”—his tears choked his u -~
ance, and he fell again on the necks of the-children.

« My dear old man !” said Harley, « Providence Bas sent you
to relieve them ; it will bless me, if I can be the means of
assisting you.”—+ Yes, indeed, Sir,” answered: the boy;

. « father, when he was a-dying, hade God bless us ; and prayed,

that if grandfather lived, he might send him to support us.”—
« Where did they lay my boy 1” said Edwards. ¢ In the Old
Church yard,” replied the woman, ¢ hard by his mother.”—1I
will show it you,”’ answered the bay ; * for I have wept over it
many a time, when first. ¥ came among strange folks.” He
took the eld man’s hand, Harley laid hold of bis. sister’s, and
they walked in silence to the church yard.

~ There was an old stone, with the corner broken off, and some
letters, half covered with moss, to denote the names of the
dead : there was a cyphered R.. E. plainer than the rest: it was
the tomb they sought. ¢ Here it is, grandfather,” seid the boy.
Edwards gazed upoa it witheut uttering a word : the girl, who.
had only sighed before, new wept outright : her brother sobbed,.
but he stifled his sobbing. I have told sister,” said he, ¢ that
she should not take it so to heart ; she can knit already, and I
shall soon be able to dig; we shall not starve, sister, indeed
we shall not, nor shall grandfather neither.”—The girl cried
afresh : Harley kissed off her tears as they flowed, and wept
between every kiss. ) ‘

—

CHAPTER XXXVI.
He returns home—A description of his retinne..

It was with some difficulty that Harley prevailed on the oki
man to leave the spot where the remains of his son were laid.
Atlast, with the a_ssiihnceqf;l;e achool-mistress, he prevailed ;
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and she sccommodatéd Edwards and him with beds in Mer
house; thers boing nothing like aw m- weaver then the distance
of séihe miles: ) . i

I the morning, Harloy perstinded Edwards to comeé with
the children to his house, which weas distant baf a shoit daj’s
jourmey: The boy walked in ls grandfather’s kand; 4nd the
neme of Edwards procured hinr'a neighboring farmer’s Korse,
on whioka servant moutited, withi the gir? o 4 pillow before hiin.

With this train Haerley retuined to the abode of his fatheys:
and we camnot but think, that his énjoyment was as great ast
if he had atrived fromi the tour of Ewrope, with a Swiss vale¢
for his companion; ahd half & dogen stirfl-boxes; with Hivisible
hinges; in his pocket. But we talie ouf ideas from sounds
whiek folly bas invented ; Fash‘iouil Bon-ton, and Vertu, ave the
names of certatti idols, to whichk we sacrifice flie géndine
_ pleasures of the soul: in this world ef semblance, we are
eontented with persondting hLappiness; to feel i, is an art

ond us. : *

t was otherwise with Hatley ; he ran up steits to his dinty
with the history of his fellow-travellefs glowing on his lips.
His aunt was an economist; but she knew the plessure of do-
ing chdritable things, and withal was fond of Her mephew, and
solicitous to oblige himi: She received old Ediwatds, therefore;
with o leok of more complacency thin is perhaps hatural to
maiden ladies of thrée seore, dnd was remarkibly attentive fo
his grandehildron : she roasted apples with ket own hands for
their supper; and made up a little beéd beside her own for the

irl. Edwatds made some attetnpts towatds an acknowledg-
ment for thése favers; but ks young friend stopped them i
theit beginmings. « Whosoover teceivéth aiy of these ehil
mn:;-'said kis aunt ; for het dequnisitance with kst Bible was
itual. : :

Barly next. morning; Hatley stole into the roem where
Edwards lay: he expected to have fourid Mim a-bed; but iti
this he was mistaken : the old man had rise#i, dnd Wwas leaning
over his sleeping grandson, with the tears flowing down his
cheeks. At first he 'did not perceive Harley ; when he did, he
endeavored to hide his grief, and crossing his eyes with his
band, expressed his sn;prise at seeing him so early astir. «I
was thinking of you,”’ sdid Hatley; % and your children: I
learned last night that a small farm of mine in the neighborhood
is now vacant: if you will secupy it, I shall gaint & good neigh-
bor, and be able, in some measure, to repay the notice you took
of me when & boy; aud as the furniture of the hotise is nmfe,
it will b& so titich trotible saved.” Edwards’ tears gushed afresh,
und Hurley led hitit to set the place he intended for him.
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The house upon this farm was indeed little better than a hut ;
its sityation, however, was. pleasant ; and Edwards, assisted by
the beneficence of Harley, set about improving its neatness and
convenience. He staked out a piece of the green before for
a garden, and Peter, who acted in Harley’s famlly as - valet,
butler, and gerdener, had.orders to furnish him with parcels of
the different seeds he chose to sow init. I have seem his mas-
ter at work in this little spot, with his coat off, and his dibble in
his hand : it was a scene of tranquil virtue to bave stopped an
angel on his errands of mercy! Harley had contrived to lead
a little bubbling brook through a green walk in the middle of the
ground, upon which he lmd erected a mill in miniature for the
diversion of Edwards’ infant grandson, and made shifis in its
construction to introduce a plumt bit of wood, that answered
with its fairy clack to the murmuring of the rill that turned it,
I bave seen him stand, listening to these ‘mingled sounds, with
his eye fixed on the boy, and the smile of conscious satisfaction
on his cheek ; while the old man, with a look half turned to
Harley, and half to Heaven, breathed an ejaculation of grati-
tude md plevo

Father of mercies! I also would. thank thee, that not only
hast thou assigned. eternal rewards to virtue, but that, even in
this bad world, the lines of -our duty and our happmeu, are sn
frequently woven together.

‘ A FRAGMENT.
The Man of Fedling talks of what he does not understand. An Incident

"k EpwaRrps,” said he, “I have a proper regard for the
« prosperity of my country: every native of it appropriates to
himself some share of the power or the fame, which, as a na-
tion, it acquires ; but I casuot throw off the man somuch,as
to rejoice at our conquests in-India. You tell me of immense
territories subjeet to the English ; I. cannot think of their pes-
sessions, without being led te inquire, by what right they pos-
sess them. They came there as traders, bartering thes com-
modities they brought. for others which their purchasers could
spare ; and however great their profits were, they were then
equitable. But what title have the subjects of another kingdom to
establish an empire in India? to give laws to a country where
the inhabitants received them on the terms of friendly com-
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merce? You say they are happier under our regulations than
under the tyranny of their own petty princes. I must doubt it,
from the conduct of those by whom these regulations have been
made. They have drained the treasuries of Nabobs, who' must
£ill them by oppressing the industry of their subjects. Noris
this to be wondered at, whén we consider the' motive upon which
those gentlemen do not deny their going to India. 'Fhe fame
of conquest, barbarous as that motive is, iz but a.sécondary
consideration’: there dre certain stations in wealth, to which the
warriors of thie East aspive. It is there indeed  where the wishes'
of their friends assign them eminence, and to that object the
- question of their country is pointed at their return. "When shall
I see a commaunder returt frofi India in the pride of honprable
poverty 2-—You describe the victories they have gained ; they
are sullied by the cause' in' whi¢h they fought: you enumerate
the spoils of those victories ;' they are covered with' the blood
of the vanquished ! :
«“ Could you téll me of some conqueror giving peace and
happiness to the conquered-? did he accept: the gifts:of their

princes, to use them for the comfort of those whese fathers,-

sons, or husbands, fell in battle? did he use his power to gain
security and freedom to the regions of oppression and slavery ?

did ke endear the British name by examples of generosity,:

which the most barbarous or most depraved are rarely able to
resist? did he return with the consciousness of duty discharged
to his country, and humanity to his fellow-creatures? did he
return with no lace on his coat, no slaves in his retinue, no
chariot at his door, and no burgundy at his table ?—these were
laurels which princes might envy—which an honest man would
.not condemn !»

« Your maxims, Mr. Harley, are certainly right,” said Ed-
wards. I amnot capable of arguing with you ; but I imagi
there are great temptations in a great degree of riches, which
it is no easy matter to resist: those a poor man like me cannot
describe, because he néver knew them ; and perhaps I have
reason to bless God that I neveér did ; for then, it is likely, I
should have withstood them no bettér than rivy neighbors. For

‘know, Sir, that it is not the fashion now,as it was in former
times, that I have read of in books, when your great generals
died so poor, that they did not leave wherewithal-to buy them a
coffin 3 and people thouglit the better of their memories for it:
if they did so now-a-days, I question if any body, except your-
self, and some few like you, would thank them.”

« 1 am sorry,” replid Harley, ¢ that there is so much truth in
wht you say; but, howéver the general current of opinion

may point, the feelings are not yet lost that applaud beneve-



THE MAN OF FEELING. 81

lence, and censure inhumanity. Let us endeavor to strengthen
them in ourselves; and we who live sequestered from the
noise of the multltude have better opportunities of listening
undisturbed to their voice.”

"They now approached the little dwelling of Edwards. A
maid-servant, whom he had hired to assist in the care of his
grandchildren, met them a little way from the house : ¢ There
is a young lady within with the children,” said she. Edwards
expressed his surprise at the visit : it was, however, not the less
true ;” and we mean to account for it.

This young lady, then, was no other than Miss Walton. She
had heard the old man’s history from Harley, as we have already
related it. Curiosity, or some other motive, made her desirous
to see his grandchildren ; this she had an opportunity of grati-
fying sgen ; the children, in some of their walks, having stroll.
ed as far as her father’s avenue.  She put several questions to
both ; she was delighted with the simplicity of their answers,
and promlsed that if they continued to be good children, and
do as their grandfather bid them, she would soon see them
again, and bring some present or other for their reward. This
promise she had performed now : she came attended only by
her maid, and brought with her a complete suit of green for the
‘boy. and a chintz gown, a cap, and a suit of ribands, for his
sister. She had time enough, with her maid’s assistance, to
equip them in their new habiliments before Harley and Edwards
returned. The boy heard his grandfather’s voice, and, with
that silent joy which his present finery inspired, ran to the door
to meet him : putting ene hand in his, with the other pointing
to his sister, ¢ See,” said he, « what Miss Walton has brought
us |”—Edwards gazed on them. Harley fixed his eye on
Miss Walton ; her’s were turned to the ground ;—in Edwards’
was a beamy moisture.—He folded his hands together— I
cannot speak, young lady,” said he, “to thank you.” Neither
could Harley. There were a'thousand sentiments ; but they
gushed so lmpetuously on his heart, that he could not utter a
syllable, ***¥
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- CHAPTER XL.
The Man of Feeling jealous.

Tie desire of comiinicating knowledge or intelligenee, is
aii argument with those who hold, that rian is naturally a social
animal. It is, indeed, one of thé earliest propensities we dis-
cover ; biit it may be doubted whether the pleasurs (for plea-
gure there certainly i8) arising from it be not often miore selfish

than social : for we frequently observe the tidings of ill comn-
municated as eageily as the anunciation of good. Is it that we
delight in obserying the effects of the stronger passions? for we
are all philosophers in this respect ; and itis, perhaps, amongst
the spectators at Tyburi that the most genuine are to iie found.

Was it from this motive that Peter camie one morning into
his masteér’s room with a eaning Face of recital? His mas-
ter, indééd, did not at first observe it, for he was sittitig with
one shoe buckled, delineating portraits inn the fire. ¢ I have
brushed those ¢lotlies, Sir, as you ordéred me.? Harley nod-
ded his head ; but Peter observed that his hat wanted brushing
too: his master noddéd again. At last Peter bethought him,
that the fire needed stirring; and taking up the poker, déitiol-
ished the turbaned head of a Saracen, while his master was
séeking out a body for it. « The morning is main cold, Sir,?
said Peter,— Is it 1” said Harley.—"Yes, Sit. 1 have been
as far as Tom Dowsoi’s to fetch some barberiies hé had picked
for Mrs. Margery. There was a rare junketting last night at
Thomas's among Sir Harry Benson’s servants; he lay at Squire
Walton’s, but he would not suffer his servants to trouble ths
family : so, to be sure, they were all at Tom’s, and had a fiddle
and a hot supper in the big room where the justices meet about
the destroying of hares and partridges, and them thinﬁs ; and
Tom’s eyes looked so red and so bleared when I called him to
get the barberries.-——And I hear as how Sir Harry is going to
be married to Miss Walton.” « How! Miss Walton mar- "
ried !” said Harley. ¢ Why, it mayn’t be true, Sir, for all that ;
but Tom’s wife told it me, and to be sure the servants told her,
and their master told them, as I guess, Sir; but it mayn’t be
true for all that, as I said before.”—« Have done with your idle
information,” said Harley. ¢Is my aunt come down into the
parlor to breakfast 1’—¢ Yes, Sir.”—* Tell her I’ll be with her
immediately.”

When Peter was gone, he stood with his eyes fixed on the
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ground, and the last words of his intelligence vibrating in his ears,
—+ Miss Walton married !”” he sighed—and walked down stairs,
with his shoe as it was, and the buckle in his hand. His aunt,
however, was pretty well accustenied to those appearances of
absence ; besides, that the natural gravity of her temper, which
was commonly called into exertion by the care of her household
coircertis, was such as not easily to be discomposed by any eir-
cumstance of accidental impropriety. She, too, had been in-
formed of the intended- match between Sir Harry Benson and
Miss Waiton. «I. have been thinking,” said she, * that they
are distant relations : far the great-grandfather of this Sir Harry
Benson, who was knight of the shire in the reign of Charles the
First, and one of the cavaliers of those times, was married to a
daughter of the Walton family.” Harley answered dryly, that
it might be so ; but that he never troubled himself about those
fnatters, ¢ Indeed,” said she, ¢ you are,to blame, nephew, for
not knowing a littte more of them ¢ before I was near your age,
{ had sewed the pedigree of our family in a set of chair-bottoms, -
that were mvade a present to my grandmother, who was a very
notable woman, and had a proper regard for gentility, I'll assure
you; but now-a-days, it is money, not birth, that makes people
respected ; - the more shame for the times.” ’

Harley was in ne very goed humor for entering into & dis-
cussion of this giestion; but he always entertained so much
filial respect for his aunt, as to attend to her discourse. = -

“ We blame the pride of the rich,” said he,  but are not we
asherwed of owr poverty 1

« Why, one would not cheoose,” replied his dunt, “to make a
much worse figure than one’s neighbors; but, as I was saying
before, the times (as my friend Mrs. Dorothy Walton observes)
ave shamefully degenerated in this respect. There was, but
tother day, at Mr. Walton’s, that fat fellow’s daughter, the Lon-
don merchant, as he calls himself,—though I have heard that he
was little better than the keeper of a chandler’s shop,—we were
1eaving the gentlemen to go to tea. . She had a hoep, forsooth,
as favge and as stiff—and it showed a pair of bandy legs, as
thick as twg——=I was mearer the door by an apton’s length, and
the pert hussy brushed by me, as who should say, Make way for
your beiters, and with one of her London bobs—but Mrs.
Dorothy did not let her pass with it ; for all the time of drinking
tes, she spoke of the precedenmey of family, and the disparity
titere is between people whe are come of something, and your
mushroom-gentry, who wear their coats of arms in theit purses.”

Her indignation was interrupted by the arrival of her maid
with a damask table-cloth, and a set of napkins, from the l¢om,
which kad Héen spun by her mistress’s own hand. There wes
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the family crest in each comier, and in the middle & view of the
battle of Worcestet, where one of licr ancestors had been a cap-
tain in the king’s forceés ; and with a sort of poetical license, in
perspective, there was seen the Royal Oak, with more wig than
leaves upon it. ) i

On all this the good lady was very copious, and took up the
remaining intervals of filling up tea, to describe its excellencies
to Harley; adding; that she. intended this as a present for his
wife, when he should get oné. He sighed; and looked foolish,
and commending the serenity of the day, walked out into the

arden. :
ga;‘ie sat dowri on a little seat which commanded an extensive
prospect round the house. He leaned on his hand, and scored
the ground with his stick ; « Miss Walton married 1” said he ;
“ but what is that to me ! May she be happy! ‘her virtues de-
serve it; to me, her marridge 18 otherwise indifferent :—I had
romantic dreains! they are fled |—it is perfectly indifferent.”

Just at that mioment, he saw a servant with a knot of ribands
in his hat, go into the house: His cheeks grew flushed at the
sight! He kept his eyes fixed for some time on the door by
wlﬁl::lh he had entered; then, starting to his feet, hastily follows
ed him. ,

‘When he approached the door of the kitchen, where he sup-
posed the man had entered, his heart throbbed so violently, that,
when he would have called Peter, his voice failed in the at<
tempt. He stood a moment listening in this breathiess state of
palpitation : Peter came out by chance. “ Did your honor want
any thing 1”—¢ Where is the servant that came- just now from
Mr. Walton’s ”— From Mr. Walton’s, Sir! there is none of
his servants here, that I know of.”-— Nor of Sir Harry Ben-
son’s 1”’—He did not wait for an answer; but, having by this
time observed the hat with its party-colered ornament hanging
on a peg near the door, he pressed forward into the kitchen, and
addressing himself to a stranger.whom he saw there, asked him,
with no small tremor in his voice, « If he had any commands for
him?” The man lvoked silly, and said, ¢ That he had nothing
to trouble his honor with.”— Are not you a servant of Sir
Harry Benson’s 1’— No, Sir.”— You’ll pardon me, young
man; I judged by the favor in your hat.”— Sir, I am is ma~
jesty’s servant, God bless him! and these favors we always
wear when we are recruiting.”’—- Recruiting!” His eyes
glistened at the word :- he seized the soldier’s. hand, and shaking
it violently, ordered Peter to fetch a bottle of his aunt’s best
dram. 'l%le bottle was brought. «You shall drink the king’s
-health,” said Harley, “in a bumper.”— The king and your
honor?—¢ Nay, you shall drink the king’s health by itself;

[ N ——
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you may drink mine in another.” ' Peter looked in his master’s
face, and filled with some little reluctance. ¢« Now, to your mis-
tress,” said Harley ; « every soldier has a mistress.” The man
excused himself—¢To your mistress! you cannot refuse it."”
"Twas Mrs. Margery’s best dram! Peter stood with the bottle
a little inclined, but not so as to discharge a drop of its contents.
% Fill it, Peter,” said his master; «fill it to the brim.” Peter
filled it; and the soldier, having famed Sukey Simpson, de-
spatched it in a twinkling. ¢ Thou art an honest fellow,” said
Harley, « and I love thee ;” and shaking his hand again, desired
Peter to make him his guest at dinner, and walked up into his
room with a pace much quicker and more springy than usual.
This- agreeable disappointment, however, he was not lony
suffered to enjoy. The curate happened that day to dine with
him : his visits, indeed, were more properly to the aunt than the
nephew ; and many of the intelligent ladies in the parish, who,
like some very great philosophers, have the happy knack at ac-
counting for every thing, gave out, that there was a particular
attachment between them, which wanted only to be matured by
some mote {e&rs of courtship to end in the tenderest connexion.
In this conclusion, indeed, supposing the premises to have been
true, they were somewhat justified hy the known opinion of the
lady, who frequently declared herself a friend to the ceremonial
of former times, when a lover might have sighed seven years at
his mistress’s feet, before he was allowed the liberty of kissing
her hand. 'Tis true, Mrs. Margery was now about her grand
climacteric ; no matter: that is just the age when we expect to
grow younger. But I verily believe there was nothing in the
report ; the curate’s connexion was only that of a genealogist ;
for in that character he was no ways inferior to Mrs. Margery
herself. He dealt also in the present times ; for he was a poh-
tician and a newsmonger. :
He had hardly said grace after dinner, when he told Mrs.
Murgery that she might soon expect a pair of white gloves, as
- Sir Harry Benson, he was very well informed, was just going
to be married to Miss Walton. Harley spilt the wine he was
ing to his mouth. He had time, however, to recollect
mhforo the curate had finished the different particulars
of his intelligence, and summing up all the heroism he was mas-
ter of, filled a bumper, and drank to Miss Walton. « With all
my heart,” said the curate, % the bride that is to be.” Harley
would have said bride too; but the word bride stuek in his
‘hroat. His confusion, indeed, was manifest: but the curate
to enter on some point of descent with Mrs. Margery,
and Harley had very soon an epportunity of leaving them, while
they were deeply engaged in a question, whether the name of
8
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some great mai in the tirhe of Henty the Seventh, was Richard
or Humphrey. : :

He did not see his aunt again till supper; the time between,
he spent in walking, like some troubled ghost, round the place
where his treasure lay. . He went as fat as a little gate that led
into a copse hear Mr. Walton’s house, to which that gentleman
bad been so obliging as to let him have a key. He had just
begun to-open it, when he saw, on e terrace below, Miss Wal«
ton, walking with a gentleman in a riding dress, whom he immea .
diately guessed to be Sir Harry Benson. He stopped of a
sudden ; his hand shook 20 much that he could hardly turn the
keys he opened the gate, however, and advanced a few paces.

- The lady’s lap-dog pricked up its ¢ars, and barked ; he stopped

- —The little dogs and ail, -
Tray, Blanche, and Sweetheart, see they bark at nie !¥

His resolution failed ; he slunk back, and locking the gate as
softly as he could, stood on tiptoe looking over the wall till they
were gone. At that instant a shepherd blew his horn g the ro-
mantic melaneholy of the sound quite overcame him !—it was -
the very note that wanted to be touched—he sighed ! he drop-
ved a tear !-—and returned: ‘ ,

At supper his -aumt observed that he was graver than usual §
put she did not suspect the cause : “indeed, it may seem odd that
she was the only person in the faimily, who hed no suspieion of
his attachment to Miss Walton. It was frequently matter of
discourse among the servants: perhaps ler maiden coldness—
but for those things we need not account _

In = day or two he was so much mastér of himself as to be
able to rhyme upon the subject. The following pastoral he left; -
some time after, on the handle of a tea-kettle; at a neighbering
house where we were visiting ; and as I filled the tea-pot after’
him, I Hmppened to put it in my pocket By & simlar act of for-

' It is such as imight be expocted from a man who
makes verses for amusement. I am pleased with somewhat of
good-nature that rans throngh it, because I have eommonly ob-
served the writers of those ecomplaints to bestow epithets on
their lost mistresses rathier too harsh for the mere liberty of
choice, which led them to prefer another to the poet himself: I
do not doubt the velemence of their passion; but, alas! the
sensations of love are soinething more thah the.returns of

gratitude. -
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A Annonn
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‘Why fixed is my gaze ground?

: Come,glvemm
bcmshmygsm”,wxmdmnmd.

Erewhile were its notes of accord

Wth the smite of the flowr-footed Muse:
Ah! wh X , by its master implored

Should it now the gay carol refuse ?

% anmia’s swbe"t simite

Ahme' howunweetm,,thew e
Lav:ma—mneverbemmﬂ ~

Another, moré hq:py; the niaid
By fortune is destined to biess——
. Though the hope has forsook that betrayed,
Yot why should I tove ber the leas?

Her beauties ate bright ag the morn,

- 'With rapture I ¢ounted the; o?er;
Such virtues these beavties a

- Iknewhenmdpnuedthannom

I terined her rio goddess of love,
I called not het beatity divine :
' These far other passions may prove, -
But they could net be figures of mine,

It ne'er was apparell™ with aft,-
T Omngnwe(:d. o Wdb o 1 mlﬁ
t n the my hearty
It spoke in the glance of my eye.

Oh, fool} in. the circte shine
That fashion’s gay danghters approve,
. 'You must speak as the fashions m(;lme ;—
Alas! are there fashions in love

Yet sure thié§ ie sinple who piize
The tonziile that is smicoth to deceive;
Yet sire bad sense to despise
The tinsel that folly may weave:

‘When Iu.lkbd;lhlvemlm'mdiio
‘With an pensivdyawmt,——

Though I wlnt d)eahepim'dsop
Aigpwerénhmnddtorq;uu

Shelsassoﬁuﬁ\e;dew-dro pe that fall
From the lip of the stveet- scen pea

Perhaps when #he Bmi upon
I have thought that Bhé smiled upoh e
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But why of her charms should I tell ?
Ahme! whom her charms have undone.
Yet I love the reflection too well,
The painful reflection to shun.

Ye souls of more delicate kin
‘Who feast not on pleasure alone,

‘Who wear the soft sense of the mind, ’
To the sons of the world still unknown ;

Ye know, 1 cannot express,
Whyl’ ishly doat on my pain,
Nor will ye believe it the less
That I have not the akill to complain,

lean on my hand with a sigh,

My friends the soft sadness condemn ;
Yet, methinks, though I cannot tell why,

1 should hate to be mertry like them,

e e
t e region 1ool t:
Has sweetness forsaken the lawn ?

For, methinks, I grow sad at the sight.

When 1 stood by the etream, I have thought
Therewuml{-d:inthegwglingsoﬁsonnd;
But now ’tis a sorrowful note,
And the banks are all gloomy around !

1 have laughed at the jest of a friend ;
Now they langh amr;'t know not the cause,
Though I seem with my looks to attend, :
How silly! Iask what it was!

Thezesing the sweet song of the May,

They sing it with mirth and with giew;

.Sure I once thought the sonnet was gay,
But now ’tis all sadness to me,

Oh! give me the dubious light

That gleams through the quivering shade;
Oh! give me the horrors of night

By gloom and by silence arrayed!"

Let me walk where the soft-rising wave
Has pictured the moon on its breast :

Let me walk where the new-covered grave
Allows the pale lover to rest!

‘When shall] in its peaceable womb

Be laid with my sorrows asleep!
Should Lavinia on my tomb—

I could die if I thought she would weep,

Pcmif&esmﬂspfﬂ)e'm
these mansions of care,
It may be my favorite trust

‘To watch o'er the fate of the fhir ;
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Perhaps the soft thought of her bresst
~__ With rapture more favored to warm
Perhaps, if with sorrow oppressed,
. Her sorrow with patience to arm:
Then! then! in the tenderest part
May I whisper, “ Poor Colin was true;”
And mark if a heave of her heart-
The thought of her Colin pursue. -

> t —m—rm—t——

THE PUPIL.

-

X FRAGMENT. ..

* %% % « Byt as to the higher part of education, Mr. Harley,
the culture of the mind ;—Ilet the feelings be awakened, let the
heart be brought forth to its object, placed in the light in which
nature would have it stand, and its decisions will ever be just.
The world o
. Will smile, and smile, and be a villain ;. )

And the youth, who does not suspect its deceit, will be content
to-smile with it.—His teachers will put on the most forbidding
aspect in nature, and tell him of the beauty of virtue. :

-« have not under these gray hairs, forgotten that I vas ence
a young man, warm in the pursuit of pleagure, but meaning to
be honest as well as heppy. I had ideas of virtue, of konor, of
benevolence, which I -had never been at. the pains to define;
but I felt my bosom heave at the thoughts of them, and I made
the most delightful solifoquies.—« It is impossible,” said I,
« that there can be half so many rogues-as are imagined.”

« I travelled, because it is the fashion for young men of my
fortune to travel : I had « travelling tutor, which is the fashion
too; but my tutor was a gentleman, which is not always the
fashion for tutors to be.~ His gentility indeed was all he had
from' his father, whase prodigabty had not left him a-shilling to'
support it. : : :

% ¢ ¥ have a faver to ask of you, my dear Meuntford,” said my
father, * which I will not be refused : You bave travelied as be-
came & man ; neither France nor Tealy have made any thing of
Mountford, which Mountford before he lefd England would
have been ashamed of : my sony. Edward abrosd, wald
you take him umder your protection’—He blushed—niy fa-
ther's face was scarlet——he pressed his amd to his bosom, a8
if e bad said,—my heart does not mean to offend you. Mount-
ford sighed twice—s § am a.pwlld fool,’ said he, ¢ and you will

o
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pardon it ;—there! (hesighed again) I can hear of dependance
since it is dependance on my Sedley.’—* Dependance I’ an-
swered my father; ¢there can be no such word between us:
what is there in nine thousand pounds a year.that should make
‘me unworthy of Mountford’s friendship ’—They embraced ; and
soon after I set out on. my travels, with Mountford for my

guardian. .

«“ We were at Milan, where my father happened to have an(

Italian friend, to whom he had been of seme service in England.
‘The count, for he was of quality, was solicitous to return the
obligation, by a particular attention to his son: we lived in his
palace, visited with his family, were caressed by his friends,
and I began to be so well pleased with my entertainment, that
I thought of England as of some foreign country.

4 The count had a son not much older than myself. At thas
age a friend is an easy acquisition: we were friends the first
night of our acquaintance. ‘ ,

« He introduced me into the company of a set of young gen
tlemen, whose fortunes gave them.the command of pleasire,
and whose inclinations incited them to the purchase. After
paving spent some joyous evenings in their society, it became a
sort of habit which I could not miss without uneasiness ; and
our meetings, which before were frequent, were now stated and
regular. o .

« Sometimes in the pauses of our mirth, gaming was intro-
duced as an amusement: it was an art in which I was a novice :
I received instruction; as othér novices do, by losing pretty
largely to my teachers. - Nor was this the only evil whi
Mountford foresaw would arise from the connexion I had
formed ; but a lecture of sour injunctions was not his method
of reclaiming. He sometimes asked ine questions about the
company ; but they were such as the curiosity of any indif-
ferent man might bave prompted: I told him of their wit, their
eloquence, their warmth of friendship, and their sensibility of
neart: ¢ And their honor,’ said I, laying my hand on my breast,
¢is unquestionabla.’” Mountford seemed to rejoice at my good
fortune, and begged that I would introduce him to their ac-
quaintancé. At the next meeting I introduced him accordingly.

« The conversation was as animated as usual : they displayed
all that sprightliness and -bumor which my praises had led
Mountford to expect ; subjects too of sentiment occurred, and
their speeches, particularly those of our friend the son of Count
Respino, glowed with the warmth of honor, and softened into
the tenderness of feeling. Mountford was charmed with his
companions ; when we parted, he made the highest eulo?ums
upon them: ¢ When shall we see them again?’ said he. 1 was
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delighted with the demand, and’ promised to reconduct him on
the miotrow. -

«In going to their place of rendezvous, ke took me s litthe
otit of the road, to see, as he told me, the performances of a

stataary. When we were near the house in which Mount~
ford said ke “'e:’g:b ﬁfabout seven years old crossed us in
the street. At sight ountford he stopped, and grasping his
hand, ¢ My deareat 8ir, said be, « my father is likely to do well ;
he will live to pray for you, and to bless you: yes, be will bless
vou, though you are an Englishman, and some other hard word
that the monk talked of this merning, which I bave forgot, but
it imeant that you should not go to heaven; but he shall go to
hetver, said I, for ke hag saved my father ; come and see him,
8ir, that we may be happy.’—* My dear, I am engaged at pres«
ent with this gentleman.’ ¢ But he shall come along with you;
he is ah Englishman too, I fancy ; he shall come and learn how
‘an Englishinan may go to heaven.” Mountford smiled, and we
followed the boy together. ‘

t After crossing the next street, we -atrived at the.gate of a
prisen. 1 seemed surprised at the sights our little conductor
obgerved it. ¢Are you affaid, Sir? said he; ‘I was afruid
titce too, but my father and mother are here, and I @ never
afiaid when I am with them.” He took my hund, and led me
through a durk passage that fronted the gate. When we came
to a little door at the end, he tapped ; & boy, still younger than
hindself, opened it to receive us. Mountford entsred with a look
in which was pictured the benign assurance of & superior being.
I followed in silence md'bedammment.- b face l

“ On sotie like a bed, lay a ihan, with & '
emaciated wi'thilmsgickness, and a look of patient dom z
bundle of dirty shreds seived him for a pillow: but he had &

* better support—the artn of a female who kneeled beside him,
beautiful s &n angel, but with a fuding languor in her counte.
nance, the still life of melancholy, that seemed to borrow its
shude from the object on which she gazed. .There was a tear
i her eye ;—the sick man kissed it off in its bud, smiling through
the dimness of his own !~—when she saw Mountford, she crawled
forward on the ground, and clasped his knees; he raised her
from the floor; she thtew her arms round his neck, and sobbed
out a speech of thankfulness boyond the power of language.

¢« Compose yourselfy my love,’ said the man on the bed ;
¢ but he, whose goodness has caused that emotion, will pardon
its effects.”” « How is this, Mountford ?’ said I ; ¢ what do I see?
what must I dot’ - ¢ You see,’ replied the stranger, ¢a wretch,
sunk in poverty, statving in prison, stretched on a sick bed ! but
that is little :~sthere ate his wife and children, wanting the bread
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which he has not to give them! Yet you cannot easily imagine
the conscious serenity of his mind ; m the gripe of afiliction,
his heart swells with the pride of virtue! it can even look down
with pity on the man whose cruelty has wrung it almost to burst-
ing. You are, I fancy, a friend of Mr. Mountford’s; come
nearer, and I'll tell you ; for, short as my: story is, I can hardly
command breath enough for the recitnl,: The son of Count
Respino (I started as if I had trod on a viper) has long had a
criminal passion for my wife ; this her prudence had concealed
from me ; but he had lately the boldness to declare it to myself.
He promised me affluence in exchange for honor ; and threat-
ened misery, as its attendant, if I keptit. I treated him with
the contempt he deserved : the consequence was, that he hired
a couple of bravoes, (for F am persuaded they acted under his
direction,) who attempted to assassinate me in the street y but
I made such a defence as obliged them to fly, after having given
me two or three stabs, none of which, however, were mortal.
But his revenge was not thus to be disappointed ; in the little
dealings of my trade I had contracted some debts, of which he
had made himself master for my rain.. I was confined here at his
suit, when not yet recovered from the wounds I had received ;
this dear woman, and these two boys, followed me, that we
might starve together ; but Providence interposed, and sent Mr.
Mountford to our support : he has relieved my family from the
gnawings of hunger, and rescued me from death, to- which a
fever, consequent on my wounds, and inereased by the want of
every necessary, had almost reduced me.’
« Inhuman villain! I exclaimed, lifting up my eyes to heaven.
Inhuman indeed !’ said the lovely woman who stood at my
side: ¢ Alas! Sir, what had we done to offend him? what had
these little ones done, that they should perish in the toils of his
vengeance ’—1I reached a pen which stood in the inkstand at
the bedside.-— May I ask what is the amount of the sum for
which you are imprisoned ’—¢ I was able,’ he replied, ¢ to pay
all but five hundred crowns.” I wrote a draught on the banker
with whom I had credit from my father for twenty-five hum-
dred, and presenting it to the stranger’s wife, ¢ You will receive,
Madam, on presenting this nete, a sum meore than sufficient for
your husband’s discharge; the remainder I leave for Lis in-.
dustry to improve.’ I would have left the room : each of them
laid hold ef ome of my hands; the children clung to my coat:
~Oh! Mr. Harley, methinks I feel their gentle violence at this
moment ; it beats here with delight inexpressible !— Stay, Sir,’
said he, ‘I do not mean attempting to thank you; (he took a
gocket-bookfmmunderhiapﬂhw;) let me but know what name
ahall place here next to Mr. Mounsford '—+ Sedley’—he writ




THE MAN OF FEELING. 28

1t down—* An Englishman too, I presume.’—+¢ He shall go to
heaven notwithstanding,’ said the boy who had been our guide.
It began to.be too much- for me; I squeezed his hand that was
clasped in mine ; his wife’s I pressed to my lips, and burst from
the place,:to give vent to the feelings that labored within me.
¢Oh! Mountford ’ said I, when he bad -overtaken me at the
door: ¢ It is time,” replied he, ¢that we should think of our
appointment ; young Respino and his friends are awaiting us.’
~—* Pamn him, damn him!’ said 1; ¢let us leave Milan in-
stantly ; .but.soft—I will be calm; Mountford, your pencil ’
Iwroteonashpofpaper, .

“To Signor REspINO.

“ When you receive this, I am at a distance from Milan.
Accept of my thanks for the civilities I have received from you
and your family. As to the friendship with which you were
pleased to honor me, the prison, which I have just.left, has
exhibited a scene to cancel it for ever. You may possibly be
merry with your companions at my weakness, as I suppose
you will term it. I give -you leave for derision: you may
affect a triumph ; I shall feel it.

¢« Epwarp SEDLEY.”

*¢You may send this if you will,” said Mountford coolly ;
¢but still Respino #s a man of honor; the world will continue
to call him so.’—¢It is probable,’ I answered ¢they may; I
> envy not the appellation. If this is the world’s honor, if these
men" are the guides of its manners’—* Tut " said Mountford,
¢do you eat macaroni P’ ’—

* % % % X X ®

[At thls place had the greatest depredations of the curate
begun. There were so very few connected passages of the
-subsequent chapters remaining, that .even the partiality of an
editor could not-offer them to the public. I discovered, from
some scattered sentences, that they were of much the same
tenor with the preceding ; recitals of little adventures, in which
the dispositions of a man, sensible to judge, and still more warm
-to feel, had room.to unfold themselves. Some mstmctxon, and
some example, I make.no doubt they contained ; but it is likely
that many of these, whom ¢hance has led to a perusal of what 1
have already presented, may have read it with little pleasure,
and will feel no disappointment from the want of those parts
which I have been unable to procure: to such as may have
expected the intricacies of a novel, a few incidents in a life”
undistinguished, except by some features of the heart, cannot
have afforded mueh entertainment.

‘Harley’s own story, from the mutilated passages. L. have men-



tiened, as well as from some inquiries I was at the trowbls of
muking in the coumtry, 1 found to have been simple to excess.
His mistress, I could perceive, was not marvied to Sir Harry
Benson : but it would seem, by one of the following chapters,
which is still entire, that Harley had not profited on the occa-
sien by making any declaration of his own passion, after those
of the other had been unsuccessful. The state of his health,
for some part of this' period, appears 1o have been such as to
forbid any thoughts of that kind: he had been seized with a
very dangerous fever, caugit by attendiag old Edwards in one
of an infectious kind. From this he had recovered but imper-
fectly, and though hé had no formed complaint, his health was
manifestly en the decline.

It appears that the sagacity of some friend had at length
pointeg out to his aunt a cause from which this might be suj
posed te proceed, to wit, his hopeless love for Miss Walton ; for,
aocording to the conceptions of the world, the love of a-man of
Harley’s fortune for the heiress of four thousana pounds a year,
is indeed desperate. Whether it was so in this case may be
gathered from the next chapter, which, with the two subsequent,
concluding the performance, have escaped those accidents that
proved fatal to the rest.]

CHAPTER LV. °
He sees Miss Walton, and is happy.

HarLey was one of those few friends whem the malevolence
‘of fortune had yet left me ; 1 could net, therefore, but be sensi-
‘bly concerned for his present indisposition ; there seldom passed
a day on which I did not make inquiry about him.

';‘{m physiciun ‘who -attended him had informed me the even-
‘ing before, that he thought him censiderably better than he had
‘been for some time past. 1 .called mext moming te be con-
firmed in a piece of inteligence so welcome to me.

‘When I entered his apartment, I found him sitting on a couch,
leaning on his hand, with his eye turned upwards in the attitude
of thoughtful inspiration. His look had always an open be-
nignity, which-.commanded esteem ; there was now something
more—a gentle ‘triumph in it.

He rose, and met me with his usual kindness. When 1 gave
him the good accounts T had had from ‘his physician, «I am
‘foolish “enough,” seil he, “to rely but litde, in ‘this ‘instance
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upon physic : my presentiment may be false ; but I think I feel
myself apptoaching to my end, by steps so easy, that they woo
me to approach it.

« There is & certain dignity in retiring from life at a timse
when the infirmities of age have not sapped our facuities. This
'world, my dear Charles, was a scene in which I never much
dehghted. 1 was not formed for the bustle of the busy, nor the
dissipation of the gay; a thousand things occurred, where I
blushed for the tmpropriety of my condact when 1 thought on
the world, though my reason toid me I should bave blushed te
have dore otherwise. Kt was @ scene of dissimulation, of re-
straint, of dissppointment. I leave it to enter on that state,
which I have learmed to believe is replete with the genuine
happiness attendant upon virtue. T look back on the tenor of
my life, with the consotousness of few great offences to account
for. There are blomishes, I confess, which deform in some
degree the pictare. But I know the benignity of the Supreme
Betng, and !rejoice at the thoughts ‘of its exercise in my favor.
My mind expands at the thought that I shall emter into the
society of the blessed, wise as amgels, with the simplicity of
ohildren.” He had, by this time, clasped 'my hand, and found
it wet by a tear which had just fallen upon #t. His eye |
to moisten too-—we sat for some time silent. At last, with an
attempt to a 1ok of more composure, % There are some remem-
brances,” said Harley, « which rise involmtardly en my heart,
and make me almost wish to live. I have been blessed with a
fow friends, who redeem my opinioa of mankind. { recollect,
with the tenderest emotion, the scenes of pleasure I have passed

themy but we shall meet again, my friend, never to be
sepavated. | There are some feelings, which, perhaps, are too
tender Yo be suffered by 'the world. The world is in general
welfish, irterested, and unthinking, and throws the imputation
of romance, or melsiicholy, on every temper more susceptible
thtin its own. I -cammot think bat in those regions which 1 con-
template, if there is any thing of mortality left about wus, that
these feelings will subsist: they are called—perhaps theyare—
weakhesses here; but there may be some better modifications
of them in ‘heaven, which may deserve the name of virtues.”
He sighed as he apoke these last words. He had scarcely
finished them, when the door ‘opened, and his aunt nppe&red
leading in Miss Walton. ¢« My dear,” says she, “here is Miss
Walton, who has been so kind as to come and inquire for you
herself.” 1T could observe a tramsient glowupon his face. He
rose from his seat—sIf to know Miss Walton’s goodness,”
said he, “be atitle to deserve it, I have some olaim.” She
begged Tiim to restite his seat, and placed herself on the sofa
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beside him. I took my leave. Mrs. Margery accompanied
me to the door. He was left with Miss Walton alone. She
inquired anxiously about his health. «I believe,” said he, *from
the accounts which my physicians unwillingly give me, that they
have no great hopes of . my recovery.”—She started as he spoke;-
but, recollecting herself immediately, endeavored to flatter him
into a belief that his apprehensions were groundless. «I know,”
said he, ¢ that it is usual with persons at my time of life to have
these hopes, which your ‘kindness suggests; but I would not
wish to be deceived. To meet death as becomes a man, is a
privilege bestowed on few. I would endeavor to make it mine;
nor.do I think that I can ever be better prepared for it than
now :—it is that chiefly which determines tﬁe tness of its ap-
proach.” ¢ Those sentiments,” answered Miss Walton, “ are
Just; but your good sense, Mr. Harley, will own, that life bas
its proper value. As the province of virtue, life is ennobled ;
as such, it is to be desired. To virtue has the Supreme
Director of all things assigned rewards enough even here to fix
its attachment.”
The subject be, o overpower her. Harley lifted his eyes

from the ground—i%hem are,” said he, in a very low voice,
¢ there are attachments, Miss Walton”—His glance met hers
~—they both betrayed a confusion, and were both instantly with-
drawn.—He paused some moments—1 am in such a state as
-calls for sineerity,:let that also excuse it—it is perhaps-the last
time .we shall ever meet: I feel something particularly. solemn
in -the acknowledgment, yet my heart swells to make it, awed
as.it.is by a sense.of my presumption, ky a sense of your per-
fections”—He pansed again— Let it not offend you, to know
their power. over one so unworthy—it will, I believe, soon cease
to.beat, even with that feeling which it shall lose the -latest.—
To love Miss 'Walton could not be a crime ;—if to declare it is
one—the expiation will be made.” -Her tears were now flowing
without control.—¢ Let me entreat you,” said she, “to have bet-
ter . hopes—Let not life be so indifferent to you; if my wishes
can put any value on it—I will not pretend to misunderstand
you—TI know your worth—I have known it long—I have es-
teemed it—What-would you.have me say 1—I have Joved it as
it deserved.”—He seized ber hand—a languid color reddened
his cheek—a smile brightened faintly in his eye. As he gazed
on her, it grew dim, it fixed, it closed—He sighed, and fell back
on his seat—Miss Walton screamed at the sight—His aunt and
the servants rushed into the room—They found them lying
motionless together. His physician happened to call at that
instant. Every art was tried to recover them. With Miss
Walton they succeeded—hut Harley was gone forever!
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CHAPTER LVIL
‘The emotions of the heart.

I exTERED the room where his body lay; I approached it
with reverence, not fear: I looked ; the recollection of the past
crowded upon me. I saw that form which, but a little before,
was animated with a soul which did honor to humanity, stretched
without sense or feeling before me. ’Tis a connexion we
can not easily forget :—I took his hand in mine; I repeated
his name involuntarily ;—I felt a pulse in every vein at the
sound. I looked earnestly in his face ; his eye was closed, his
lip pale and motionless. There is an enthusiasm in sorrow
that forgets impossibility ; I wondered that it was so. The
sight drew a prayer from my heart: it was the voice of frailty
and of man! the confusion of my mind began to subside into
thought 3 I had time to weep !

I turned with the last farewell upon my lips, when I observed:

‘dld Edwards standing behind me. I looked him full in the
face; but his eye was fixed on another object; he pressed

." .between me and the bed, and stood gazing on the breathless
- Yemains of his benefactor. I spoke to him I know not what ;

" but he teok no notice of what I said, and remained in the same

a’titude as before. He stood some minutes in that posture,
then turned and walked towards the door. He paused as he
went; he turned a second time : I could observe his lips move
as he looked ; bat the voice they would have uttered was lost.
He attempted going again; and a third time he returned as
before. 1 saw him wipe his cheek; then, covering his face

;, with his hands, his breast heaviag with the most convulsive

throbs, he flung out of the room.

THE CONCLUSION.

He had hinted that he should like to be buried in a certamn

spot near the grave of his mother. This is a weakness; but
it is universally incident to humanity : ’tis at least a memorial
for those who survive ; for some indeed a slender memorial will
serve; and the soft affections, when they are busy that way,
will build their structures, were it but on the paring of a nail.

9
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He was buried in the place he had desired. It was shaded
by an old tree, the only one in the churchyard, in which was a
cavity worn by time. I have sat with him in it, and counted
the tombs. The last time we passed there, methought he looked
wistfully on the tree : there was a branch of it, that bent towards
us, waving in the wind; he waved his hand, as if he mimicked
its motion. There was something predictive in his look! per-
haps it is foolish to remark it; but there are times and places
when I am a child in those things.
I sometimes visit his grave; I sit in the hollow of the tree.
It is worth a thousand homilies ; every noble feeling rises within
e! every beat of my heart awakens a virtue !—but it will make
/;ou hate the world—No: there is such an air of gentleness
around, that I can hate nothing; but, as to the world—I pity
\. the men of it.

SND OF THE MAN OF FEELING.
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Laudator temporis act.—Juvenal,

“ Ger thee a place, for I must be idle,” says Hamlet to
Horatio at the play. It is often so with me at public places: I
am more employed in attending to the spectators, than to the
entertainment ; a practice which, in the present state of some of
our entertainments, I frequently find very convenient. In me,
however, it is an indolent, quiet sort of indulgence, which, if it
affords some amusement to myself, does not disturb that of any
other body, _

Atan assembly at which I happened to be present a few nights
ago, my.notice was peculiarly attracted by a gentleman with what
is called a fresh look for his age, dressed in a claret-colored
coat, with gold buttons, of a cut not altogether modern, an em.
broidered waistcoat with very large flaps, a major wig, long ruffles
nicely plaited, (that looked, however, as if the fashion had come
to them, rather than that they had been made for the fashion ;)
his white silk stockings ornamented with figured clocks, and his
shoes with high insteps, buckled with small round gold buckles.
His sword, with a silver hilt somewhat tarnished, I might have
thought only an article of his dress, had not a cockade in his hat
marked him for a military man. It was some time before I was
able to find out who he was, till at last my friend Mr. S
informed me he was a very worthy relation of his, who had not
been in town above twice these forty years ; that an accidental
piece of business had lately brought him from his house in the
country, and he had been prevailed on to look on the ladies of
Edinburgh, at two or three public places, before he went home
again, that he might see whether they were as handsome as their
mothers and grandmothers, whom he had danced with at balls,
and squired to plays and concerts, near half a century ago.
“ He was,” continued my friend, “a professed admirer and
votary of the sex; and, when hg was a young man, fought three

9
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duels for the honor of the ladies, in one of which he was run
through the body, but luckily escaped with his life. ~The lady,
however, for whom he fought, did not reward her knight as she

ought to have done, but soon after married another man with a’

larger fortune ; upon which he forswore society in a great mea-
sure, and, though he continued for several years to do his duty
in the army, and actually rose to the rank of licutenant-colonel,
mixed but little in the world, and has for a long space of time
resided at his estate a determined bachelor with somewhat of
misanthropy, and a great deal of good nature about him. If
you please I will introduce you to him ;—Colonel Caustic, this
is a very particular friend of mine, who solicits the honor of
being known to you.” The Colonel kissed me on both cheeks;
and seeming to take a liking to my face, we appeared mutually
disposed to be very soon acquainted.

Our conversation naturally began on the assembly, which I
observed to be a full one. ¢ Why, yes,” said the Colonel, ihere
is crowd enough, and to spare; and yet your ladies seem to have
been at a loss for partners. I suppose the greatest part of the
men, or rather boys, whom I see now standing up to dance, have
been brought in to make up a set, as people in the .country
sometimes fill up the places in a dance with chairs, to help them
to go through the figure. But as I came too late for the min~
uets, I presume the dressed gentlemen walked up stairs after
they were ended.” “Why, Sir, there are now-a-day no min-
uets.” “No minuets!” (looking for a while at the' company
on the floor;)—#1I -don’t wonder at it.” ¢« Why, perhaps,
Colonel,” said I, “these young gentlemen have mot quite an
aspect serious enough for the pas grave; and yet yonder is one
standing with his back to the fire—» <« Why, yes, there is
something of gravity, of almost melancholy, on his face.”
¢ Yes, melancholy and gentleman-like,” said I, * as Master Ste-
phen in the play has it.” ¢ Why, that ybung man, Sir,—~now
that I have observed him closer,—with that roll of handkerchief
about his neck, his square-cut striped vest, his large metal but-
tdns, and nankeen breeches,—Why, Sir, ’tis a stable-boy out
of place !”?

« Pray, who are those. gentlemen,” said Colonel Caustic,
« who have ranged themselves in a sort of .phalanx at the other
end of the room, and seem like the devil in Milton, to carry stern
defiance on their brow 1”—+ I have not the honor of there ac-
quaintance,” I replied: « but some of them, I presume, from. the
cockades in their hats,”—¢ You do not say so,” interrupted the
Colonel. +Is that the military air of the presentday? But you
must be mistaken; they cannot be real soldiers: militia, or
train-band subaitprns, believe me, who, having neither seen ser-
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vice nor good company, contrive to look fierce, in order to avoid
looking sheepish. I remember indeed of old, some of our boys
used to put on that fierce air in coffee-houses and taverns; but
they could never dream of wesring it before the ladies.”—«1
think, however,” said Mr. 8——, smiling, ¢ the ladies don’t
seem much afraid of them.” —« Why, your ladies,” answered
the Colonel, ¢ to say truth, have learned to look people in the
face. During the little while I have been in town, I have met
with some in my walks, in great coats, riding hats, and rattans,
whom I could not show an eye to ; but I am newly come from
the country ; 1 shall keep a better countenance by and by.

At that moment a lady and her party, for whose appearance
the dancers were waiting, were just entering the room, and
.seemed in a great hurry to get forward. Their progress, how-
ever, was a good deal impeded by a tall stout young man, who
had taken his station just at the threshold, and leaning his back
against one of the doorposts, with his right foot placed firm on
the end of a bench, was picking his teeth with a perfect noncka-
lance to every thing around him. I saw the Colonel fasten a
very angry look on him, and move his hand with a sort of invol-
untary motion towards my cane. The ladies had now got
through the defile, and we stood back to make way for them.
“ Was there ever such a brute ?”” said Colonel Caustic. The.
young gentleman stalked up to the place where we were stand-
ing, put up his glass to his eye, looked hard at the Colonel, and
then—put it down again. The Colonel took snuff.

% Our sex,” said I, « Colonel, is not perhaps improved in its
public appearance : but I think you will own the other is not less
beautiful than it was.” - He cast his eye round for a few minutes
before he answered me. «Why, yes,” said he, « Sir, here are
many pretty, very pretty girls. That young lady in blue is a
very pretty girl. 1 remember her grandmother at the same age;
she was a fine woman.”— But the one next her, with that fan-
ciful cap, and the panacke of red and white feathers, with that
elegant form, that striking figure, is not she a fine woman 7”’—
“Why, no, 8ir, not quite a fine woman ; not quite such a wo;
as a man, (raising his chest as he pronounced the word man, and
pressing the points of his three unemployed fingers gently on his
bosom,) as a man would be proud to stake his life for.”

« But in short, Sir,” continued he,—#¢I speak to you because
you look like one that can understand me.—There is nothing
about a woman’s person merely (were she formed like the Venus
de Medicis,) that can constitute a fine woman. There is some-
thing in the look, the manner, the voice, and still more the si-
lence, of such a one as I mean, that has no connexion with an
thing material ; at least no more than just to make one thi
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such a soul is lodged as it deserves.—In short, Sir, a fine wo-
man—TI could bave shown you some examples formerly.—I
mean, however, no disparagement to the young ladies here;
none upon my honor; they are as well made, and if not better
dressed, at least more dressed, than their predecessors; and
their complexions I think are better. ButI am an old fellow,
and apt to talk foolishly.”

« T suspect, Caustic,” said my friend Mr. S——, ¢ you and I
are not quite competent judges of this matter. Were the part-
ners of our dancing days to make their appearance here, with
their humble foretops and brown unpowdered ringlets”—¢Why,
what then, Mr. S 17—« Why, I think those high heads
would overtop them a little, that’s all.” ¢ Why, as for the pa-
nache,” replied the Colonel, “I have no objection to the oma-
ment itself; there is something in the waving movement of it
that is graceful, and not undignified ; but in every sort of dress
there is a certain character, a certain relation which it holds to
the wearer. Yonder now, you'll forgive me, Sir, (turning to
me) yonder is a set of girls, L suppose, from their looks and
their giggling, but a few weeks from the nursery, whose feathers
are in such agitation, whisked about, high and low, on this side
and on that”—<«Why, Sir, ’tis like the Countess of Cassowar’s
menagerie, scared by the entrance of her lapdog.”

« As to dress indeed in general,” continued the Colonel, *that
of a man or woman of fashion should be such as to mark some
attention to appearance, some deference to society. The young
men I see here, look as if they had just had time to throw off
their boots after a foxchase. But yet dress is only an acces-
sory, that should seem to belong to the wearer, and not the
wearer to it. Some of the young ladies opposite to us are so
made up of ornaments, so stuck round with finery, that an ill-
natured observer might say, their milliner had sent them hither,
as she places her doll in her shop window, to exhibit her wares
to the company.”

Mr. S was going to reply, when he was stopped by the
néise of a hundred tongues, which approached like a gathering
storm from the card room. ’Twas my Lady Rumpus, with a,
crowd of women and a mob of men in her suite. They were
people of too much consequence to have any of that deference
‘or society which the Colonel talked of. My nerves and those
of my friend S » though net remarkably weak, could barely
stand their approach ; but Colonel Caustic’s were quite overpow-
ered.—We accompanied him in his retreat out of the dancing
room, and after drinking a dish of tea, by way of sedative, as the
phﬁi:“ims phrase it, he called for his chair, and went home.

ile we were sitting in the tea room, Mr. S undertook
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the apology of my Lady Rumpus and her followers. ¢ We
must make allowance,” said he, ¢ for the fashion of the times.
In these days, precision of manners is exploded, and ease is the
mode.”—# Ease!” said the Colonel, wiping his forehead. *“Why,
in your days,” said Mr. 8 , “and I may say in mine too, for
I believe there is not much between us, were there not some-
times fantastic modes, which people of rank had brought into
use, and which were called genteel because such people prac-
tised them, though the word might not just apply to them in the
abstract?”—I understand you, S——,” saidthe Colonel; “there
were such things; someirregularities that broke out now and then.
There were madcaps of both sexes, that would venture on
strange things; but they were in a style somewhat above the
canaille ; ridiculous enough, I grant you, but not perfectly ab-
surd ; coarse, it might be, but not downright vulgar. In all
ages, I suppose, people of condition did sometimes entrench
themselves behind their titles or their high birth, and committed
offences against what lesser folks would call decorum, and yet
were allowed to be well bred all the while ; were sometimes a
little gross and called it witty ; and a little rude, and called it
raillery : but ’twas false coinage, and never passed along. In-
deed, I have generally remarked, that people did so only because
they could not do better ; tis like pleading privilege for a debt
which a man’s own funds do not enable him to pay. A great
man may perhaps be well bred in a manner which little people
do not understand ; but, trust me, he is a greater man who is
well bred in a manner that every body understands.”

[No. 6. Sarurpay, Marca 12, 1785.]

A FEW mornings ago I was agreeably surprised with a very
" early call from my newly acquired friend Colonel Caustic. «”Tis
. on a foolish piece of business,” said he, “I give you the trouble
of this visit. You must know I had an appointment with your
friend S to go to the play this evening, which a particular
affair that has come across him will prevent his keeping; and
as a man, after making such an arrangement, feels it irksome to
‘be disappointed, (at least it is so with an old methodical fellow
like me,) I have taken the liberty of calling, to ask if you will
supply his place. I might have had one or two other conduct-
ors; but it is only with certain people I choose to go to such
places. Seeing a play, or indeed any thing else, won’t do, at
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my time of life, either alone, or in company not quite to one’s
mind. ’Tis like drinking a bottle of claret : the liquor is some-
thing ; but nine-tenths of the bargain are in the companion with
whom one drinks it.” As he spoke this, he gave me his hand
with such an air of cordiality—methought we had been ac-
quainted these forty years ;—I took it with equal warmth, and
assured him, truly, it would give me infinite pleasure to attend

‘When we went to the theatre in the evening, and while I was
reading the box-list, to determine where we should endeavor to
find a place, a lady of the Colonel’s acquaintance happening to
come in, begged our acceptance of places in her box. We
entered accordingly ; and 1 placed my old friend in a situation
where I thought he could most conveniently command a view
both of the company and of the stage. He had never been in
our present house before, and - allowed, that in size and conve-
nience it exceeded the old one, though he would not grant so
much as the lady and I demanded on that score. I know,”
said he, ¢ you are in the right; but one don’t easily get rid of
first impressions : I can’t make you conceive what a play was
to me some fifty years ago, with what feelings I heard the last
music begin, nor how my heart beat when it ceased.”—« Why,
it is very true, Colonel,” said the lady, “ one can’t retain those
feelings always.”—It is something,” said I, *to have had them
once.”— Why if I may judge from the little I have seen,” replied
the Colonel, ¢« your young folks have no time for them now-a-
days; their pleasures begin so early, and come so thick.”—
«’Tis the way to make the most of their time.”— Pardon me,
madam,” said he, ¢ I don’t think so ; ’tis like the difference be-
tween your hothouse asparagus and my garden ones; the last
have their green and their white ; but the first is tasteless from
the very top.” The lady had not time to study the allusion ;
for her company began to come into the box, and continued
coming in during all the first act of the comedy. On one side
of Colonel Caustic sat a lady with a Lunardi bat; before him
was placed one with a feathered head-dress. Lunardi and the
feathers talked and nodded to one another about an appointment
at a milliner'’s next morning. I sat quite behind, as is my cus-
tom, and betook myself to meditation. The Colonel was not
quite so patient : he tried to see the stage, and got a flying vizzy
now and then ; but in the last attempt, he got such a whisk from
Miss Feathers on one cheek, and such a poke from the wires of*
Miss Lunardi on t'other, that he was fain to give up the matter
of seeing ; as to hearing, it was out of the question.

«I hope, Colonel, you have been well entertained,” said the
mistress of the box at the end of the act. *“Wonderfully well.’:
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said the Colonel.— That La Mash is 2 monstrous com.cal fel-
low !”—¢ Oh, as to that, madam, I know nothing of the matter :
in your ladyship’s box one is quite independent of the players.”
—He made a sign to me: I opened the box door, and stood
waiting for his coming with me. “Where are you going, Col-
onel 1” said the lady, as he stepped over the last bench. «To
the play, madam,” said he, bowing and shutting the door.

For that purpose we went to the pit, where, though it was
pretty much crowded, we got ourselves seated in a very centri-
cal place. There is something in Colonel Caustic’s look and
appearance, so much not of the form only but the sentiment of

- good breeding, that it is not easy to resist showing him any ci-
vility in one’s power. 'While we stood near the door, a party in
the middle of one of the rows beckoned to us, and let us kmow
that we might find room by them ; and the Colonel, not without
mw scruples of complaisance, at last accepted the invitation.

e had not long been in possession of our place before the
second act began. We had now an opportunity of hearing the
play ; as, though the conversation in the box we had left, which
by this time was reinforced by several new performers, was
about as loud as that of the players, we were nearer to the talk-
ers in front, than to those behind us. When the act was over,
I repeated Lady —'s interrogatory as to the Colonel’s enter-
tainment. I begin,” said he, putting his snuffbox to his nose,
“to find the inattention of my former box-fellows nct quite so
unreasonable.”’—¢ Qur company of this season” said a brother
officer, who sat near us, to Colonel Caustic, “is a very numerous
one; they can get up any new play in a week.”—1 am not so
much surprised, Sir,” replied the Colonel, “at the number of
your players, as I am at the number of the audience.”—+ Most
of the new performers are drafts from the English and Irish
stages.”— Fram the awkward division of them, I presume.”—
“You are a severe critic, Sir,” replied the officer; “but the
bouse has been as full as you see it every night these three
weeks.”— I can easily believe it,” said the Colonel.

As the play went on, the Colonel was asked his opinion of it
by this gentleman, and one or two more of his neighbors. He
was shy of venturing his judgment on the piece ; they were kind
enough to direct him how to form one. «This is a very fa-
vorite comedy, Sir, and has ad a great run at Drury Lane.”—
“Why gentlemen,” said he, “I have mo doubt of the comedy
being an excellent comedy, since you tell me so; and to be
sure those gentlemen and ladies who make up the dramatis per-
sone of it, say a number of good things, some of them not the
worse for having been said last century by Joe Miller ; but I am
often at a loss to know what they would be at, and wish for a little
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of my old friend Bayes’s insinuation to direct me.”—¢You mean,
Sir, that the plot is involved.”—=« Pardon’ me, Sir, not at all ; ’tis
a perfectly clear plot, ‘as clear as the sun in the cucumber,
Anthonio in Venice Preserved says. The hero and heroine are
to be married, and they are at a loss how to get it put off till the
fifth act.”—s# You will see, Sir, how the last scene will wind it
up.”—+ Oh! I bave no doubt, Sir, that it will end at the drop-
ping of the curtain.”

Before the dropping of the curtain, however, it was not easy
to attend to that winding up of the plot which was promised us.
Between gentlemen coming into the house from dinner parties,
and ladies going out of it to evening ones, the disorder in the
boxes, and the calling to order in the pit, the business of the
comedy ‘was rather supposed than followed ; and the actors
themselves seemed inclined to slur it a little, being too well bred
not to perceive, that they interrupted the arrangement of some
of the genteelest part of their audience.

When the curtain was down I saw Colonel Caustic throw his
eye round the house with a look which I knew had nothing to do
with the comedy. - After a silence of two or three minutes, in
which I did not choose to interrupt him, “ Amidst the various cal-
culations of lives,” said he, *is there any table for the life of a
beauty ?""—¢ I believe not,” said I, smiling ; * there is'a fragility
in that, which neither Price nor Maseres ever thought of applying
figures to.”—+¢'Tis a sort of mortality,” continued the Colonel,
“which, at such a time as this, at the ending of some public en-
tertainment, I have often thought on with a very melancholy feel-
ing. An old bachelor like me, who has no girls of his own,
except he is a very peevish fellow, which I hope I am not, looks
on every one of these young creatures in some measure as a

daughter 5 and when I think how many children of that sort I

have lost—for there are a thousand ways of a beauty’s dying—
it almost brings tears into my eyes. Then they are so spoiled
while they do live. Here 1 am as splenetic as before I was
melancholy. Those flower-beds we see, so fair to look on,—
What useless weeds are suffered to grow up with them !”—« I
do not think, Colonel, that the mere flower part is left unculti-
vated.”—sWhy, even as to that, ’tis artificially forced before its
time. A woman has a character even as a beauty. A beauty,
a toast, a fine woman, merely considered as such, has a sort of
professional character, which it requires some sense and accom-
plishments to maintain. Now-a-days, there are so many irre-
gulars who practise at fifteen, without a single requisite except
mere outside !—If we go a little farther, and consider a woman
as something more than a beauty : when we regard the sex as
that gentle but irresistible power that should mould the world toe

7
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a finer form ; that should teach benignity to wisdom, to virtue
grace, humanity to valor ; when we look on them in less eminent,
but not less useful points of view, as those dii penates, those
household deities, from whom man is to find comfort and protec-
tion, who are to smooth the ruggedness of his labors, the irk-
someness and cares of business ; who are to blunt the sting of
. his sorrows, and the bitterness of his disappointments !—You
think me a fool for declaiming thus :”—* No, upon my soul,
don’t I; I hope you, think better of me than to suppose so.”—
«But I may come down from my declamation. Yonder are a
set, fluttering in that box there,—young to be sure, but they will
never be older, except in wrinkles—-I don’t suppose they have an
idea in their heads beyond the color of a riband, the placing of a
feather, or the step of a cotillion !—And yet they may get hus-
bands.”~—« If it please God,” said I.—¢ And be the mothers of
the next generation.”—¢’Tis to be hoped.”—¢ Well, well, old
Caustic will be in his grave by that time !

" There was what Shakspeare calls “a humorous. sadness” in
the thought, at which I did not well know whether to smile or to
be sorrowful. But on the whole it was one I did not choose to
press too close on. I feel that I begin to love this old man ex-
ceedingly ; and having acquired him late, I hope I shall not lose
him soon.

[No. 31. SaTUurpAY, SEPTEMBER 8, 1785.]
Rura mihi et regui plooez_mt in vallibus omnes.— Virgik

ONE of the most natural, as well as one of the purest plea~
sures, arising from the effect of external objects on the mind, is
the enjoyment of rural prospects and rural scenery. The ideas
of health, contentment, peace and innocence, are so interwoven
with those of the country, that their connexion has become pro-
verbial ; and the pleasures arising from it are not only celebrated
by those who have experienced their sweets, but they are fre-
quently supposed by thousands to whom they never were known,
" and described by many to whom they have long been forgotten.

Of them, as of every other enjoyment, the value is enhanced
by vicissitude ; and long exclusion is one great ingredient in the
delight of their attainment. Few have been so unfortunate as
to have an opportunity of forming a full idea of that pleasure
which a great state-criminal is said to have felt, when, on being

10
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taken from his dungeon, he saw the light, and breathed the open
air though but for that short space which conducted him to his

scaffold. But it may in some measure be conceived from the
satisfaction which most men have at times experienced in chang-
ing the smoky atmosphere and close corrupted vapor of a
crowded town, for the pure elastic breeze of a furze hill, or the
balmy perfume of a bean field.

With such increased enjoyment do I now feel the pleasures of
the country, after being, as Milton says, «long in populous city
pent.” A very pressing invitation from my friend Colonel
Caustic prevailed over that indolence, which was always a part
of my constitution, and which I feel advanced life nowise tend
to diminish. Having one day missed half a dozen acquain-
tance, one after another, who I was informed had gone into the
country, I came home in the evening, found a second letter
from the Colonel, urging my visit, read part of Virgil’s second
Georgic, looked from my highest window on the sun just about
to set amidst the golden clouds of a beautiful western sky, and
coming down stairs, I ordered my man to pack up my portman-
teau, and next morning set out for my friend’s country-seat,
whence I now address my readers.

To me, who am accustomed to be idle without being vacant,
whose thoughts are rather wandering than busy, and whose
fancy is rather various than vivid, the soft and modest painting
of nature in this beautiful retirement of my friend’s is particu-
larly suited. Here where I am seated at this moment, in a little
shaded arbor, with a sloping lawn in front, covered with some
sheep that are resting in the noonday heat, with their lambkins
around them ; with a grove of pines on the right hand, through
which a scarcely stirring breeze is heard faintly to whisper;
with a brook on the left, to the gurgle of which the willows on
its side seem to listen in silence : this landscape, with a back
ground of distant hills, on which one can discover the smoke of
the shepherd’s fire, rising in large lazy volumes to a thinly
fleckered sky ; all this forms a scene peaceful, though enlivened,
oblivious of care, yet rich in thought, which soothes my indo-
lence with a congenial quiet, yet dignifies it with the swellings
of enthusiasm, and the dreams of imagination.

On this subject of the enjoyment of rural contemplation, I
was much pleased with some reflections lately sent me by
a correspondent, who subscribes himself Eubulus. «1It is the
great error of mankind,” says he, ¢ that in the pursuit of happi-
ness, they commonly seek for it in violent gratifications, in plea-
sures which are too intense in their degree to be of long
duration, and of which even the frequent repetition blunts the
capacity of enjoyment. There is no lesson more useful to
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mankind than that which teaches them, that the most rational
happiness is averss to all turbulent emotions ; that it is serene
and moderate in its pature ; that its ingredients are neither
costly in the acquisition, nor difficult in the attainment, but
present themselves almost voluntarily to a well-ordered mind,
and are open to every rank and cendition of life, where absolute
indigence is excluded.”

«The intellectual pleasures have this peculiar and superlative
advantage over those that are merely sensual, that the most
delightful of the former require no appropriation of their objects
in order to their enjoyment. The contemplative man, who is an
admirer of the beauties of nature, has an ideal property in all its
objects. He enjoys the hill, the vale, the stream, the wood, the
garden, with a pleasure more exquisite, because more unallayed,
than that of their actual possessor. To him each enjoyment
is heightened by the sense of that unremitting bounty which
furnishes it ; nor is he disquieted by the anxiety of maintaining
a possession of which he cannot be deprived. How truly may
he exclaim with the poet! :

¢I care not, Fortune, what you me deny:

You cannot rob me of free nature’s grace :

You cannot shut the windows of the sky,

Through which Aurora shows her brightening face ;
You cannot bar my constant feet to trace

‘The woods and lawns, by living stream, at eve:

Let health my nerves and finer fibres brace;

Of Fancy, Reason, Virtue, naught can me bereave.’*

% To a mind of that happy conformation which the poet here
describes, the sources of pleasure are infinite. Nature is not
less delightful in her general impressions, than when surveyed
in detail ; and to the former of these the verses above quoted
seem chiefly to refer. It is certain that we experience a high
degree of pleasure in eertain emotions. excited by the general
contemplation of Nature, when the attention does not dwell
minutely upon any of the objects that surround us. Sympathy,
the most powerful principle in the human composition, has a
strong effect in constituting the pleasure bere alluded to. The
stillness of. the country, and the tranquillity of its scenes, have
a sensible effect in calming the disorder of the passions, and
inducing a temporary serenity of mind. By the same sympathy,
the milder passions are excited, while the turbulent -are laid
asleep. That man must be of a hardened frame indeed, who
can hear unmoved the song of the feathered tribes, when Spring
oalls forth ¢ all Nature’s harmony ;”’ or who can bebold, without

* Thomsan’s Castle of Indolence
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a corresponding emotion of joy and of gratitude, the spright-
liness of the young race of animals, wantoning in the exercise
of their new powers, and invigorated by the benignity of the air,
and the luxuriance of their pastures.”

My friend, Colonel Caustic, though I will venture to say for
him, that he is neither without the sensibility of mind, nor the
emotions of pious gratitude, which my correspondent justly
supposes the contemplation of the rural scene to excite, yet
surveys it not with feelings of quite so placid a sort as in some
other minds it will be apt to produce. Here, as every where
else, he stamps on the surrounding objects somewhat of the
particular impression of his character. That sentiment, which,
like the genius of Socrates, perpetually attends him, the child
of virtue and of ‘philanthropy, nursed by spleen, though here it
puts on a certain tenderness, which it has not in town, and is
rather disposed to complain than to censure, yet walks with him,
not unemployed, through his woods and his fields, and throws
on the finest of their beauties a tint of its own coloring, as the
glass of the little instrument called a Claude Loraine, dims the
landscape which is viewed through it.

I have not been able to convince him, that the weather is not
very much changed from what it was in his younger days ; and
he quotes many observations in support of the milder temperature
of the air in those long past seasons. But his sister, a very
respectable maiden lady, a few years younger than the Colonel,
who keeps house for him, insists on the difference ir stronger
terms, and is surprised at my unbelief, even though it is con-
firmed by the register. Of her faith in this article, she shows
the sincerity, by her practice in household matters, having, as
she tells me, for these fifteen or sixteen years past, taken ou
the greens from the fireplaces at least a fortnight eariior thus
formerly, and not uncarpeting the rooms, nor taking down e
window curtains, till near a month later than she was wont to a2,

On the appearance of his own fields the Colonel does not say
quite so much, the culture he has bestowe on them counterac.
ing in that particular the natural deteriora. n; but whereve™
nature has been left to herself, her productions, scording t~
him, have grown more scanty. When we start a hare, o> flush
o partridge in our walks, the Colonel always tells me there ‘o
not one for ten in his grounds that he usod to see formerly
and he rather seemed to enjoy than condole w*h my want o.
sport, when I went yesterday a-fishing on the very san:.: vart o
the river, from which he informed me he was of o1l sure o~
catching a dish of trouts in an hour’s time, any day of ts
season. Nor was he quite well pleased with his man John’«
attempting to account for it, by his ne.7how: Lora Grubwell’s
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naving lately sent down a casting-net for the use of his game-
keeper.

(})n the subject of Lord Grubwell, however, in other matters,
he is generally apt enough himself to expatiate. * This man,”
said he, « whose father acquired the fortune which afterwards
procured the son his title, has started into the rank, without the
manners or the taste f a gentleman. The want of the first
would only be felt those two or three times in the year when
one is obliged to meet with him; but the perversion of the
latter, with a full purse to give it way, makes his neighborhood
a very unfortunate one. That rising ground on the left, which
was formerly one of the finest green swells in the world, he has
put yon vile Gothic tower on, as he calls it, and has planted
half a dozen little carronades on the top of it, which it is a
favorite amusement with him to fire on holidays and birthdays,
or when some respected visiter drinks tea there.” ¢ That will
frighten your Dryads,” said I, smiling. ‘It often frightens my
sister,” replied the Colonel ; “and I am weak enough to let it
fret me.. I can bear the man’s nonsense, when it is not heard
two miles off. That ugly dry gap in the bank opposite, was the
channel of a rill, of which he turned the course, to make a
serpentine river for his Chinese bridge, which he had built,
without knowing where to find water for it. And from the little
hills behind, he has rooted out all the natural fringe of their
birch and oak shrubwood, to cover their tops with stiff circular
plantations. Then his temples and statues, with their white
plaster and paint, meet one’s eye in every corner. I have been
fain to run up that hedge, to screen me from all those imperti-
nencies, though it lost my favorite seat the best half of its
prospect.” .

But Colonel Caustic has other wrongs from the innovations
of his neighbor, which he suffers without telling them. Lord
Grubwell’s improvements often intrench on a feeling more tender
than the Colonel’s taste, though that is delicate enouil:. The
scenes around him have those ties upon my friend which long
acquaintance naturally gives them over a mind so susceptible as
his. As the mythology of the ancients animated all nature, by
giving a tutelary power to every wood and fountain, so he has
peopled many of the objects in his view with the images of past
events, of departed friends, of warm affections, of tender regrets ;

-and he feels the change, or sometimes even the improvement, as

a sacrilege that drives the deity from the place. This sentiment

of memory is felt but very imperfectly in a town ; in the country

1t retains all its force, and with Colonel Caustic it operates in

the strongest manner possible. Here he withdraws himself

from an age which he thinks is in its decline, and finds in the
10%
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world of remembrance that warmth of friendship, that purity of
manners, that refinement of breeding, that elegance of form,
that dignity of deportment, which charmed his youth. This is
perhaps one cause of his severity, when at any time he mixes
with mankind ; ’tis like leaving an enlightened company of
friends, for the frivolous society of ordinary men, which often
overcomes the temper of the best-natured people, and, if it does
not sink them into sadness and silence, will generally make
them ¢ humorous and peevish.” '

Even the recollection of sufferings endears to such a mind as
Caustic’s the scene that recalls them. I observed, that wher-
ever our stroll began, it commonly ended in a sombre walk,
that led through a grove of beeches to a little sequestered dell.
Here I remarked one tree fenced round in such a manner as
showed a particular attention to its growth. I stopped as we
passed, and looked on it with a face of inquiry. « That tree,”
said the Colonel, observing me, « is about forty years old.” He
went on a few paces— It was planted by a lady,”—throwing
his eyes on the ground, and blushing, as I thought. It was
planted”—He walked some steps farther ; looked back, and
sighed. ¢ She was then one of the finest women in the world.”

[No. 32. Sarturpay, SeprTemBer 10, 1785.]

I am every day more and more disposed to congratulate my
self on this visit to Colonel Caustic. Here I find him with all
his good qualities brought forward, with all his failings thrown
into the back ground, which only serve (to carry the simile a
little farther) to give force and relief to the picture. I am now
assured of what before I was willing to believe, that Caustic’s
spleen is of that sort which is the produce of the warmest
philanthropy. As the admirer of painting is most offended with
the scrawls of a dauber, as the enthusiast in music is most hurt
with the discords of an ill-played instrument; so the lover of
mankind, as his own sense of virtue has painted them, when he
comes abroad into life, and sees what they really are, feels the
disappointment in the severest manner; and he will often in
dulge in satire beyond the limits of discretion ; while indiffer-
ence or selfishness will be contented to take men as it finds
them, and never allow itself to be disquieted with the soreness
of disappointed benevolence, or the warmth of indignant virtue.
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I have likewise made an acquisition of no inconsiderable
value in the acquaintance of Colonel Caustic’s sister. His
affection for her is of that genuine sort, which was to be ex-
pected from the view of his character I have given. The first
night of my being here, when Miss Caustic was to retire after
supper, her brother rose, drew back the large arm-chair in which
she sat at table with one hand, pulled the bell string with the
other, opened the parlor door while she was making her curtesy
to me, and then saluted her as she went out, and bid her good
night; and all this with a sort of tender ceremony which I felt
then, and feel still, (for it is a thing of custom with them,) as
one of the pleasantest pieces of good-breeding I had ever wit-
nessed. - ¢ My sister is an excellent woman,” said the Colonel,
as he shut the door ; ¢ and I don’t like her the worse for having
something of the primeval about her. You don’t know how
much I owe her. When I was a careless young fellow, living
what we called a fashionable life about town, thinking, perhaps,
like a puppy as I was, what sort of a coat I should wear, or what
sort of stocking would best show off my leg, or perhaps prac-
tising my salute before & glass, to enchant the ladies at a review,

my sister Peggy, though several years younger, was here at -

home, nursing the declining age of one of the best of mothers,
and managing every shilling not only of mine, but of theirs, to
make up a sum for purchasing me a company. Since my mo-

ther’s death, and my being settled here, her attentions have been .

all transferred to me; my-companion in health, my nurse in
sickness, with all those little domestic services which, though
they are cyphers in the general account, a man like me, whose
home is 8o much to him, feels of infinite importance ; and there
is a manner of doing them, a quiet, unauthoritative, unbustling
way of keeping things right, which is often more important than
the things themselvgs. Then I am indebted to her for the
tolerable terms I stand in with the world. When it grates
barshly on me, (and I am old, and apt perhaps to be a little cross
at times,) she contrives somehow to smooth matters between
us ; and the apology 1 would not allow from itself, I can hear
from her, knowing, as I do, her worth, and the affection she
bears me. I were a brute to love her less than T do.”

« There - is something,” continuea the Colonel, after a little
pause, “ in the circumstance of sex, that mixes a degree of ten-
derness with our duty to a female ; something that claims our
protection and our service, in a style so different from what the
other demands from us ; the very same offices are performed so
differently ; ’tis like grasping a crab tree, and touching a violet.
Whenever I see a man treat a woman not as a woman should
e treated, be it a chambermaid or a kitchenwench, (not to say
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a wife or a sister, though I have seen such examples,) let him
be of what fashion or rank he may, or as polite at other times as
he will, I am sure his politeness is not of the right breed. He
may have been taught by a dancing-master, at court, or by
travel ; but still his courtesy is not his own, ’tis borrowed only,
and not to be relied on.”

Miss Caustic, with all those domestic and household accom-
plishments which her brother commends, often shows that she
has been skilled in more refined ones, though she has now laid
them aside, like the dresses of her youth, as unsuitable to her
age and situation. She can still talk of music, of poetry, of
plays, and of novels ; and in conversation with younger people
listens to their discourse on those topics with an interest and &
feeling that is particularly pleasing to them. Her own studies,
however, are of a more serious cast. Besides those books of
devotion which employ her private hours, she reads history for
amusement, fardening and medicine by way of business; for
she is the physician of the parish, and is thought by the country-
folks to be wonderfully skilful. Her brother often jokes her on
the number and the wants of ber patients. I don’t know, sis-
ter,” said he, t'other morning, * what fees you get; but your
patients cost me a great deal of money. I have unfortunately
but one recipe, and it is a specific for almost all their diseases.”
—= I only ask now and then,” said she, « the key of your cellar
for them, brother ; the key of your purse they will find for them-
selves. Yet why should not we be apothecaries that way?
Poverty is a disease too : and if a little of my cordials, or your
money, can cheer the hearts of some who have no other malady”
—s It is well bestowed, sister Peggy ; and so we’ll continue to
practise, though we should now and then be cheated.”

«Tis one of the advantages of the country,” said I, « that you
get within reach of a certain rank of men, often most virtuous
and useful, whom in a town we have no opportunity of knowing .
at all.” « Why, yes,” said Caustic ; *but the misfortune is,
that those who could do the most for them, seldom see them as
they ought. I have heard that every body carries a certain
atmosphere of its own along with it, which a change of air does
not immediately remove. So there is a certain town-atmosphere
which a great man brings with him into the country. .He has
wwo or three laced lacquies, and two or three attendants without -
wages, through whom he sees, and hears, and does every thing ;
anag poverty, industry, and nature, get no nearer than the great
gate of his courtyard.” ¢’Tis but too true,” said his sister.
%1 have several pensioners who come with heavy hearts from
Lord Grubwell’s door, though they were once, they say, tenants
or workmen of his own, or, as some of them pretend, relations
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of his grandfather”—« That's the very reason,” continued the
Colonel ; « why will they put the man in mind of his father and
grandfather! The fellows deserve a horsepond for their im-
pertinence.” ¢ Nay, but in truth,” replied Miss Caustic, “ my
lord knows nothing of the matter. He carries so much of the
town-atmosphere, as you call it, about him. He does not rise
till eleven, nor breakfast till twelve. Then he has his steward
with him for one hour, his architect for another, his layer out of
ground for a'third. After this, he sometimes gallops out for a
little exercise, or plays at billiands within doors ; dines at a table
of twenty covers; sits very late at his bottle; plays cards, ex-
cept when my lady chooses dancing, till midnight; and they
seldom part till sunrise.”—* And so ends,” said the Colonel,
« your Idyllium on my Lord Grubwell’s rural occupations.”

We heard the tread of a horse in the court, and presently
John entered with a card im his hand; which his master no
sooner threw his eyes on, than he said, “ But you need not de-
scribe, sister, our friend may see, if he inclines it. That card
(I could tell the chaplain’s fold ata mile’s distance) is my lord’s
annual invitation to dinner. - Is it not, John 1 ¢« Itis my Lord
Grubwell’s servant; Sir,” said John. His master read the
card :— And as he understands the Colonel has at present a
friend from town with him, he requests that he would present
that gentleman his lordship’s compliments, and entreat the
honor of his company also.” « Here is another card, Sir, for
Miss Caustic.”—* Yes, yes, she always gets a counterpart.”—
% But I shan’t go,” said his sister; ¢ her ladyship has young
ladies enow to make fools of ; an old woman is not worth the
trouble.”—s¢ 'Why then you must say so,” answered her brother ;
¢ for the chaplain has a note here at the bottom, that an answer
is requested. -1 suppose your great folks now-a-days contract
with their maitre dhotel by the head ; and so they save half-a-
crown when one don’t set down one’s name for a cover:.”—
¢ But, spite of the half crown, you must go,” said the Colonel
to me ; “ you will find food for moralizing ; -and I shall like my
own dinner the better. 8o return an answer accordingly, sis-
ter; and do you hear, John, give my lord’s servant a slice of
cold beef am{ a tankard of beer in the mean time. Itis possible
he is fed upon contract too ; and for such patients, I believe,
sister Peggy, Dr. Buchan’s Domestic Medicine recommends
cold beef and a tankard.”
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[No. 33. SaturpAY, SEPTEMBER 17, 1785.]

ImeNTIONED in my last paper, that my friend Colonel Caustic
and I had accepted an invitatien to dine with his neighbor, Lord
Grubwell. Of that dinner I am now to take the liberty of giving
some account to my readers. It is one advantage of that habit
of observation, which, as a thinking Lounger, I have acquired,
that from most entertainments I can carry something more than
the mere dinner away. I remember an old acqu:untance of
mine, a jolly carbuncle-faced fellow, who used to give an ac-
count of a company by the single circumstance of the liquor
they could swallow. At such a dinner was one man of three
bottles, four of two, six of a bottle and a half, and so on; and
as for himself, he kept a sort of journal of what he had pouched,
as he called it, at every place he had been invited during a whole
winter. My reckoning is of another sort; I have sometimes
carried off from a dinner, one, two, or three characters, swal-
lowed half a dozen anecdotes, and tasted eight or ten insipid
things, that were not worth the swallowing. 1 have one advan-
tage over my old friend ; I can digest what, in his phrase, I have
pouched, without a headache.

‘When we sat dewn to dinner at Lord Grubwell’s I found that
the table was occupied in some sort by two different parties, one
of which belonged to my lord, and the other to my lady. At
the upper end of my lord’s, sat Mr. Placid, a man agreeable by
profession, who has no corner in his mind, no prominence in his
feelings, and, like certain chemical liquors, has the property of
coalescing with every thing. He dines with every body that
gives a dinner, has seventeen cards for the seven days of the
week, cuts up a fowl, tells a story, and hears a story told, with
the best grace of any man in the world. Mr. Placid had been
brought by my lord, but seemed inclined to desert to my lady,
or rather to side with both, having a smile on the right cheek for
the one, and a simper on the left for the other.

Lord Grubwell being a patron of the fine arts, had at his board-
end, besides the layer out of his grounds, a discarded fiddler
from the opera house, who allowed that Handel could compose
a tolerable chorus; a painter, who had made what he called
fancy portraits of all the family, who talked a great deal about
Correggio ; a gentleman on one hand of him who seemed an
adept in cookery ; and a little blear-eyed man on the other, who
was a connoisseur in wine. On horseflesh, hunting, shooting,
cricket, and cockfighting, we had occasional dissertations from
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several young gentlemen at both sides of his end of the table,
who, though not directly of his establishment, seemed, from
what occured in conversation, to be pretty constantly in waiting,

Of my lady’s division, the most conspicuous person was a
gentleman who sat next her, Sir John ~——, who seemed to enjoy
the office of her Cicisbeo oxr Cavaliere servente, as nearly as the
custom of this country allows. There was, however, one little
difference between him and the Italian cavaliere, that he did not
seem so solicitous.to serve as to admire the lady, the little atten.
tions being rather directed from her to him. KEven his admira-
tion was rather understood than expressed. . The gentleman
indeed, to borrow a phrase from the grammarians, appeared to
be altogether of the passive mood, and to consider every exer.
tion as vulgar and unbecoming. He spoke mincingly, looked
something more delicate than man ; bad the finest teeth, the
whitest hand, and sent a perfume around him at every motion.
He had travelled, quoted Italy very often, and called this a
tramontane country, in which, .if it were not for one or two fine
women, there would be no poasibility of existing.

Besides this male attendant, Lady Grubwell had several fe-
male intimates, who seemed to have profited extremely by her
patronage and instructions, who had learned to talk on all town
subjects with such ease and confidence, that one could never
have sapposed they had been bred in the country, and had,
as Colonel Canstic informed me, only lost their bashfulness
about three weeks before. One or two of them, I could see,
were in a professed and particular manner imitators of my lady,
used all her phrases, aped all her gestures, and bad their dress
made so exactly after her pattern, that the Colonel told me a
blunt country gentleman, who dined there one rainy day, and
afterwards passed the night at his house, thought they had got
wet to the skin in their way, and bad been refitted from her
ladyship’s wardrobe. ¢ But he was mistaken,” said the Colo-
nel ; ¢« they only borrowed a little of her complexion.”

The painter had made a.picture, of which he was very proud,
of my lady attended by a group of those young friends, in the
character of -Diana, surrounded by her nymphs, surprised by
Acteon. My lady, when she was showing it to me, made me
take notice how very like my lord, Acteon was. Sir John, who
leaned over her shoulder, put on as broad a smile as his good-
breeding would allow, and said it was one of the most monstrous
clever things he had ever heard her ladyship say.

Of my lord’s party there were some young men, brothers and
cousins of my lady’s nymphs, who showed the same laudable
desire of imitating him, as their kinswomen did of copying her.
But each end of the table made now and then interchanges with
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the other: some of the most promising of my lord’s followers
were favored with the countenance and-regard of her ladyship ;
while, on the other hand, some of her nymphs drew the particular
atterition of Acteon, and seemed, like those in the picture, wi
to hide his Diana from him. Amidst those different, combined,
or mingled parties, I could not help admiring the dexterity of Pla-
- cid, who contrived to divide himself among them with wonderful

“address. To the landscape-gardener he talked of clumps and
swells ; he spoke of harmony to the musician, of coloring to the
painter, of hats and feathers to the young ladies, and even con-
ciliated the cievated and unbending baronet, by appeals to him
about the quay at Marseilles, the Corso at Rome, and the gallery
of Florence. He was once only a little unfortunate in a refer-
ence to Colonel Caustic, which he meant as a compliment to ‘my
lady, “how much more elegant the dress of the ladies was now-
a-days than formerly, when they remembered it ?” Pla.cid is but
very little turned of fifty.

g ustic and I were nearly “ mutes and audience to ﬂns act.”
. The Colonel, indeed, now and then threw in a word or two of

that dolce piceante, that sweet and sharp sort in which his polite-
ness contrives to convey his satire. I thought I could discover
that the company. stood somewhat in awe of him ; and even my
lady endeavored to gain his geod will by a very marked atten-
" tion. She begged leave to drink his sister’s health in a particular
manner after dinner, and regretted exceedingly not being favored
with her company. ¢ 8he hardly ever stirs abroad, my lady,”

answered the Colonel ; «besides (looking slyly at some of her -

ladyship’s female fnends), she is not young, nor, I am afraid,
bashful enough for one of Diana’s virgins.”

~ When we returned home in the evening, Caustic began to
moralize on the scene of the day. “We were talking’’ said he
to me, * t’other morning, when you took up a volume of Cook’s
Voyages, of the advantages and disadvantages arising to newly-
discovered countries from our communication with them : of the
wants we show them along with the conveniences of life, the dis-
eases we communicaté along with the arts we teach. I can trace

a striking- analogy between this and the visit of Lord and Lady.

Grubwell to the savages here, as I am told they often call us.
Instead of the plain wholesome fare, the sober manners, the filial,
the parental, the family virtues, which some of our households
possessed, these great people will inculcate extravagance, dissi-
pation, and neglect of every relative duty ; and then in point of
breeding and behaviour, we shall have petulance and inattention,
instead of bashfulcmllty, because it is the fashion with fine folks
to be easy; and rusticity shall be set off with lmpudence, like a
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grogram waistcoat with tinsel binding, that only makes its coarse-
ness more disgusting.”

“ But you must set them right, my good Sir,” I replied, *in
these particulars. You must tell your neighbors, who may be
apt, from some spurious examples, to suppose that every thing
contrary to the natural ideas of politeness is polite, that in such
an opinion they are perfectly mistaken. Such a caricature is
indeed, as in all other imitations, the easiest to be imitated : but
it is not the real portraiture and likeness of a high-bred man or
woman. As good dancing is like & more dignified sort of walk,
and as the best dress hangs the easiest on the shape ; so the
highest good-breeding, and the most highly polished fashion, is
the nearest to nature, but to nature in its best state, to that belle
tiature which works of taste (and a person of fashion is a work
of taste) in every department require. It is the same in morals
as in demeanor; a real man of fashion has a certain retenue, a
degree of moderation in every thing, and will not be more wicked
or dissipated than there is occasion for; you must therefore sig-
nify to that young man who sat near me at Liord Grubwell’s, who
swore immoderately, was rude to the chaplain, and told us some
things of himself for which he ought to have been hanged, that
be will not have the honor of going to the devil in the very best
company.” *

“Were I to turn preacher,” answered the Colonel, «I would
not read your homily. It might be as you say in former times ;
but in my late excursion to your society, I cannot say I could
discover even in the first company, the high polish you talk of.
There was Nature, indeed, such as one may suppose her in
places which I have long since forgotten ; but as for her beauty-
or grace, I could perceive but little of it. The world has often
been called a theatre ; now the theatre of your fashionable world
seems to me to have lost the best part of the audience : it is all
either the yawn of the side boxes, or the roar of the upper gal-
lery. Thereis no pif, (as I remember the pit); none of that
mixture of good-breeding, discernment, taste, and feeling, which
constitutes an audience, such as a first-rate preformer would
wish to act bis part to. For the simile of the theatre will still
hold in this further particular, that a man, to be perfectly well-
bred, must have a certain respect and value for his audience,
otherwise his exertions will generally be either coarse or feeble.
Though indeed a perfectly wellbred man will feel that respect
even for himself: and were he in a room alone,” said Caustic,
(taking an involuntary step or two, till he got opposite to a mirror
that hangs at the upper end of his parlor,) “would blush to find
himself in a mean or ungraceful attitude, or to indulge a thought
gross, illiberal, or ungentlemanlike.” “You smiie,” said Miss

11
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Caustic tome; “but I have often told my brother, thathe is a very
Oroondates on that score ; and your Edinburgh people may be
very wellbred, without coming up to his standard.” « Nay
but,” said I, “were I even to give Edinburgh up, it would not ef
fect my position. Edinburgh is but a copy of a larger metrop-
olis; and in every copy the defect I mentioned is apt to take
place; and of all qualities I _know, this of fashion and good
breeding is the most delicate, the most evanescent, if 1 may be
allowed so tic a phrase. ’Tis like. the flavor of certain
liquors, which it is hardly possible to preserve in the removal of
them.” ¢ Oh, now I understand you,” said Caustic, smiling. in
his turn ; ¢like Harrowgate-water, for example, which I am told
has spirit at the spring ; but when brought, hither, I find it, under
favor, to have nothing but stink and ill taste remaining.”

[No. 40. SaTurpAY, NovEMBER 5, 1785.]

To the Author of the Lounger :

Sir,—In the works of your predecessors, as well as m every
other book of didacti¢c wisdom, much stress is laid on the advan-
m%es of a cultivated education, of an early acquaintance with the
celebrated authors of antiquity. From Cicero downwards (and
indeed much more anciently than Cicero,) the benefits of learn-
ing have been enumerated, which is held forth as the surest road
to respect, to advancement, and to happiness..

There was a time, Mr. Lounger, when this was my own opin-
ion; and, seconded by the wishes of my parents, I early applied
myself to every branch of learning which their circumstances,
rather narrow ones, could set within my reach. As I was in-
tended for the church, I received an academical education suited
to that profession ; and acquired, besides, a considerable knowl-
edge, as was generally allowed, in different departments of sci-
ence not absolutely requisite to the situation of a clergyman.
For the acquisition of these I was indebted to the generous as-
sistance of a gentleman whose godson I happened to be. He
used to say, that a clergyman in this country should know some-
thing more than divinity ; that he must be the physician, the
geographer, and the naturalist of his parish : and according to
the scanty allowance of my father, he made an addition equal
to the procuring me an opportunity of acquiring the differen:
branches of knowledge connected with those studies.

By the favor of the same gentleman, I lately procured a re-

v
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commendation to a friend of his, a baronet in my native coun-
ty, who has in his gift the presentation to a considerable living,
of which the present incumbent is in such a valetudinary state,
as makes his surviving long a matter of very little probability.
To this recommendation a very favarable -answer was received,
expressive of the great regard which the baronet and his family
bore to the gentleman who patronised me, and accompanied with
what we thought a very fortunate piece of condescension and
politeness, an invitation for me to spend a week or two at the
baronet’s country-seat during the autumn vacation. Of this I
need not say how happy we were to accept. My family rejoiced
at the introduction which I was about to procure to the notice
and complacency of a great man’s house, and considered it as
the return which they had always hoped for all their trouble and
expense about my education. My own pride was not silent on
the subject. I looked on this visit as an opportunity afforded
me of displaying the talents with which I flattered myself I was
endowed, and the knowledge I had been at such pains to attain.

When I arrived -at the baronet’s, I found him and his lady a
good deal disappointed with my appearance and address, which
I now first perceived to want something which was essential to -
good company. I felt an awkwardness, which my want of mix-
Ing with the world had occasioned, and an embarrassment which
all my knowledge did not enable me to overcome. For these,
however, Sir John and Lady F felt rather compassion than
displeasure, and delivered me over to the valet de chambre, to
make me somewhat smarter, as they’called it, by having my
hair more modishly dressed, and the cut of my coat altered ; an
improvement which I rather felt as an indignity than acknowl-
edged as a favor. 'These preliminaries being adjusted, I was
suffered to come into company, where I expected to make up
for the deficiency of my exterior by displaying the powers of
my mind, and the extent of my knowledge. But I discovered,
to my infinite mortification, that my former studies had alto-
gether been misapplied, and that in my present situation they
availed me nothing. My knowledge of the learned languages,
of claasical authors, of the history, the philosophy, and the
poetry of the ancients, I met with no occasion to introduce, and
no hearers to understand ; but it was found that I could neither
carve, play whist, sing a catch, or make up one in a country
dance. A young lady, a visiter of the family, who was said to
be a great reader, tried me with the enigmas of the Lady’s
Magazine, and declared me impracticably dull. Geography,
astronomy, or natural history, Sir John and his companions
neither undersfood nor cared for ; but some of them reminded
the baronet, in my presence, of a clergyman they had met with
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in one of their excursions, a man of the most complete educu-
tion, who was allowed to be the best bowler in the county, a
dead shot, rode like the devil (these were the gentleman’s words),
and was a sure hand at finding a hare.

If these qualities are not very clerical, they may however be
deemed innocent ; but I find from the discourse of the family,
that some other things are required of Sir John’s parson, which
it would not be so easy for a good conscience to comply with,
He must now and then drink a couple of bottles, when the com-
pany chooses to be frolicsome ; he must wink at certain inde-
cencies in language, and irregularities in behaviour ; and once,
when Sir John had sat rather longer than usual after dinner, he
told me, that a clergyman, to be an honest fellow, must have
nothing of religion about him.

In the seclusion of a college I may perhaps have over-rated
the usefulness of science, and the value of intellectual endow-
ments ; my pride of scholarship, therefore, I should be willing
to overcome, since I find that learning confers so little estima-
tion in the world : but as on the score -of qualifications I am-in-
capable of what is desired, and in the article of indulgences
will never submit to what is expected ; is it not my duty, Mr.
Lounger, to resign my pretensions to the living which was pro-
mised me? Though I dread the reproaches of my parents,
whom the prospect of having me so soon provided for had madé
happy ; though I fear to offend my benefactor who recommend-
ed me to Sir John, and at the same time assured me that he
was one of the best sort of men he knew ; yet, surely, to pur-
chase patronage and favor by such arts is unworthy, to insure
them by such compliances, is criminal. I am, &c.

. MopEsTus,

In the course of my late excursion to the country, I have seen
. some instances of the evil complained of by my correspondent,
which equally surprised and grieved me. The proprietor of a
country parish, if he has the true pride and feeling of his station,
will consider himself as a kind of sovereign of the domain ;
bound, like all other sovereigns, as much for his own sake as
for theirs, to promote the intérests and the happiness of his
people. So much of both depend on the choice of their pastor,
that perhaps there is no appointment which he has the power of
making, more material to the prosperity and good order of his
estate. The advantages of rational religion, or the evils which
arise from its abuse, which are often the effects of a proper or
improper nomination of a clergyman, form a character of the
people of a district not more important to their mdrals and eternal
interests, than to their temporal welfare and prosperity. '
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I was very much pleased, in my late visit at Colonel Caustic’s,
with, the appearance and deportment of the clergyman of his
parish, who was a frequent visiter of my friend’s and his sister’s.
The Colonel, after drawing his character in a very favorable way,
concluded with telling me, that he had seen something of the
world, having officiated in the early part of his life as the chaplain
" of a regiment. To this circumstance, I confess, I was inclined
to impute some of the Colonel’s predilection in his favor ; but
a little acquaintance with him convinced me that he had done
the good man no more than justice in his eulogium. There was
something of a placid dignity in his aspect; of a politeness,
not of form, but of sentiment, in his manner ; of a mildness,
undebased by flattery ; in his conversation, equally pleasing and
respectable. He had now no family, as Miss Caustic informed
me, having had the misfortune to lose his wife, and two children
she had brought him, a good many years ago. But his parish-
ioners are his family, said she. His look indeed was parental,
with something above the cares, but not the charities of this
world ; and over a cast of seriousness, and perhaps melancholy,
that seemed to be reserved for himself, there was an easy cheer-
fulness, and now and then a gayety, that spoke to the innocent
pleasures of life a language of kindness and indulgence.

s It is the religion of: a gentleman,” said Colonel Caustic.—
« It is the religion of a philosopher,” said I.—¢ It is something
more useful than either,” said his sister. ¢ Did you know his
labors as I have sometimes occasion to do! The composer of
differences ; the promoter of peace and of contentment; the
encourager of industry, sobriety, and all the virtues that make
the lower ranks prosperous and happy. He gives to religion a
certain graciousness which allures to its service, yet in his own
conduct he takes less indulgence than many that preach its
terrors. 'The duties of his function are his pleasures, and his
doctrine is, that every man will experience the same thing, if he
brings his mind fairly to the trial : « That to fill our station well
is in every station to be happy.”

« The great and the wealthy, I bave heard the good man'say,”
continued the excellent sister of my friend, *to whom' refine-
ment and fancy open a thousand sources of delight, do not make
the proper allowance for the inferior rank of men. That rank
has scarce any exercise of mind or imagination but one, and
that one is religion; we are not to wonder if it sometimes
wanders into the gloom of superstition, or the wilds of enthu-
siasm. To keep this principle warm but pure, to teach it as
the gospel has taught it, ¢ the mother of good works,” as en-
couraging, not excusing our duties, the guide at the same time,
and the sweetener of life : T'o dispense this sacred treasure as

11*
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the .balm of distress, the cordial of disease, the conqueror of

death! These are the privileges which I enjoy, which I hope I
have used for the good of my peaple : They have hitherto shed
satisfaction on my life, and I trust will smooth the close !”

. « It in the religion of a Christian !"* said Miss Caustic.

[No. 61. SaTurpayY, APRIL 1, 1786.]

" In treating of the moral duties which apply to different re-
lations of life, men of humanity and feeling have not forgotten
to mention those which are due from masters to servants. No-
thing indeed can be more natural than the attachment and regard
to which the faithful services of our domestics are-entitled ; the
connection grows up, like all the other family charities, in early
life, and is only extinguished by those corruptions which blunt
the others, by pride, by folly, by dissipation, or by vice.

I hold it indeed as the sure sign of a mind not poised as it
ought to be, if it is insensible to the pleasures of home, to the
little joys and endearments of a family, to the affection of rela-
tions, to the fidelity of damesties. ext to being well with his
own conscience, the friendship and attachment of a man’s family
and dependaits seems to me one of the most. comfortable
circumstances in his lot. His situation with regard to either,
forms that sort of bosom comfort or disquiet that sticks close to
him at all times and seasons, and which, though he may now
and then forget it amidst the bustle of public, or the hurry of
active life, will-resume its place in his thoughts, and its perma-
nent effects on his happiness, at every pause of ambition or of
‘business. . -

In situations and with dispositions such as mine, there is per-
haps less merit in feeling the benevolent attachment to which I
allude, than in those of persons of more bustling lives, and more
dissipated attention. T the Lounger, the home which receives
him from the indifference of the circles in which he sometimes
loiters his time, is naturally felt as a place of comfort and pro-
tection; and an elderly man-servant, whom I think I govern
quietly and gently, but who perhaps quietly and gently governs-
me, 1 naturally regard as a tried and valuable friend. Few
people will perhaps perfectly understand the feeling I experience
when I knock at my door, after any occasional absence, and
hear the hurried step of Peter on the stairs ; when I see the
glad face with which he receives me, and the look of honest joy



PAPERS FROM THE LOUNGER. A7

with which he pats Ceesar (a Pomeranian dog who attends nie in
all my excursions) op the head, as if to mark his kind acception
of him too : when he tells me he knew my rap, makes his mo-
dest inquiries after my health, opens the door of my room, which
he bas arranged for my reception, places my slippers before the
fire, and draws my elbowchair to its usual stand ; I confess I
sit down in it with a self-complacency which I am vain enough
to think a bad man were incapable of feeling.

It appears to me a very pernicious mistake, which I have
sometimes seen parents guilty of in the education of their child-
ren, to encourage and incite in them a haughty and despotic
behaviour to their servants ; to teach them an early conceit of
the difference of their conditions ; to accustom them to consider
the services of their attendants as perfectly compensated by the
wages they receive, and as unworthy of any return of kindness,
attention, or complacency. - Something of this kind must indeed
necessarily happen in the great and fluctuating establishments
of fashionable life; but I am sorry to see it of late gaining
ground in the country of Scotland, where, from particular cir-
cumstances, the virtues and fidelity of a great man’s household
were wont to be conspicuous, and exertions of friendship and
magnanimity in the cause of a master, used to be cited among
the traditional memorabilia of most old families.

When I was, last autumn, at my friend Colonel Caustic’s in
the country, I saw there on a visit to Miss Caustic, a young
gentleman and his sister, children of a neighbor of the Colonel’s,
with whose appearance and manner I was peculiarly pleased.—
s The history of their parents,” said my friend, «is somewhat

articular, and I love to tell it, as I do every thing that is to the

onor of our nature. Man is so poor a thing taken in the gross,
that when I meet with an instance of nobleness in detail, I am
fain to rest upon it long, and to recall it often; as, in comi
hither over our barren hills, you would look with double delight
on a spot of cultivation or of beauty. 4

«The father of those young folks, whose looks you were
struck with, was a gentleman of considerable domains and ex-
tensive influence on the northern frontier of our country. In
his youth he lived, as it was then more the fashion than it is now, .
at the seat of his ancestors, surrounded with Gothic ‘grandeur,
and compassed with feudal followers and dependants, all of
whom could trace their connection, at a period more or less re-
mote, with the family of their chief. Every domestic in his house
bore the family name, and looked on himself as in a certain de-
gree partaking its dignity, and sharing its fortunes. Of these,
one was in a particular manner the favorite of his master. Al-
bert Bane (the surname, you know, is generally lost in a name
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descriptive of the individual,) had been his companion from in
fancy. Of an age so much more advanced as to enable him to
be a sort of tutor to his youthful lord, Albert had early taught
him the rural exercises and rural amusements, in which himself
was eminently skilful : he had attended him in the course of his
education at home, of his travels abroad, and was still the con-
stant companion of his excursions, and the associate of his sports.

« On one of those latter occasions, a favorite dog of Albert’s,
which he had trained himself, and of whose qualities he was
proud, happened to mar the sport which his master expected,
who, irritated at the disappointment, and having his gun ready
cocked in his hand, fired at the animal, which, however, in the
burry of his resentment, he missed. Albert, to whom Oscar
was as a child, remonstrated against the rashness of the deed,
in a manner rather too warm for his master, rufled as he was
with the accident, and-conscious of being in the wrong, to bear.
In his passton he struck his faithful attendant ; who suffered the
indignity in silence, and retiring, rather in grief than in anger,
left his native country that very night ; and when he reached the
nearest town, enlisted with a recruiting party of a regiment then
on foreign service. It was in the beginning of the war with
France which broke out in 1744, rendered remarkable for the
rebellion which the policy of the French court excited, in which
some of the first families of the Highlands were unfortunately
engaged. Among those who joined the standard of Charles,
was the master of Albert.

¢ After the battle of Culloden, so fatal to that party, this gen-
tleman, along with others who had escaped the slaughter of the
field, sheltered themselves from the rage of the unsparing sol-
diery, among the distant recesses of their country. To him his
native mountains offered an asylum; and thither he naturally
fled for protection. Acquainted, in the pursuits of the chace,
with every secret path and unworn track, he lived for a consider-
able time, like the deer of his forest, close hid all day, and only
venturing down at the fall of the evening, to obtain from some
of his cottagers, whose fidelity he could trust, a scanty and pre-
carious support. I have often heard him, for he is one of my
oldest acquaintances, describe the scene of his hiding-place, at
a later period, when he could recollect it in its sublimity, without
its horror. ¢ At times,’ said he, ¢ when I ventured to the edge of
the wood, among some of those inaccessible crags which you re-
member a few miles from my house, I have heard, in the pauses
of the breeze which rolled solemn through the pines beneath me,
the distant voices of the soldiers, shouting in answer to one ano-
ther amidst their inhuman search. I have heard their shouts
re-echoed from cliff to cliff, and seen reflected from the deep stilt

N
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" jake below, the gleam of those fires which consumed the cot-
tages of my people. Sometimes shame and indignation well
nigh overcame my fear, and I have prepared to rush down the
steep, unarmed as I was, and to die at once by the swords of
my enemies, but the instinctive love of life prevailed, and start-
ing as the roe bounded by me, I have again shrunk back to the
shelter I had left. '

« ¢ One day,’ continued he, ¢ the noise was nearer than usual ;
and at last, from the cave in which I lay, I heard the parties
immediately below so close upon me, that I could distinguish
the words they spoke. After some time of horrible suspense,
the voices grew weaker and more distant ; and at last I heard
‘them die away at the farther end of the wood. I arose and stole
to the mouth of the cave; when suddenly a dog met me, and
gave that short quick bark by which they indicate their prey.
Amidst the terror of the eircumstance, I was yet master enough
of myself to discover the dog was Oscar ; and I own to you I
felt his appearance like the retribution of justice and of Heaven.
—Stand! eried a threatening voice, and a soldier pressed
through the thicket, with his bayonet charged. It was Albert!
Shame, confusion, and remorse, stopped my utterance, and I
stapd motionless before him. ¢ My master,” said he, with a
stifled voice of wonder and of fear, and threw himself at my feet.
I had recovered my recollection. ¢ You are revenged,” said I,
“and L am your prisoner.” “Revenged! Alas! you have judged
too hardly of me; I have not had one happy day since that
fatal one on which I left my master ; but I have lived, I hope,

_ tosave him. The party to which I belong are passed ; for I
lingered behind them among those woods and rocks which I
remembered so well in happier days. There is, however, no

_time to be lost. In a few hours this wood will blaze, though
they do not suspect that it shelters you. Take my dress, which
may help your escape, and I will endeavor to dispose of yours.
On the coast, to the westward, we have learned there is a small’
party of your friends, which, by following the river’s track till
dusk, and then striking over the shoulder of the hill, you may
join without much danger of discovery.” I felt the disgrace of

+owing 80 much to him I had injured, and remonstrated against
exposing him to such imminent danger of its being known that
he had favored my escape, which, from the temper of his com-
mander, I knew would be instant death. * Albert, in an agony
‘of fear and distress, besought me to think only of my own safety.
“ Save us both,” said he, “forif you die I cannot live. Perhaps
we may meet again ; but whatever becomes of Albert, may the
blessing of God be with his master !” :

¢ Albert’s prayer was heard. His master, by the exercise of
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talents which, though he had always possessed, adversity only
taught him to use, acquired abroad a station of equal honor.and
cmolument ; and when the prescriptions of party had ceased,
returned homie to his own country, where he found Albert ad-
vanced to the rank of a lieutenant in the army, to which his valor
and merit had raised him, married to & lady, by whom he had
got some little fortune, and the father of an only danghter, for
whom nature had done much, and to whose native endowments
it was the chief study and delight of her parents to add every
thing that art could bestow. The gratitude of the chief was only
equalled by the happiness of his follower, whose honest prido
was not long after gratified, by his daughter’s becoming the wife
of that master whom his generous fidelity had saved. That
master, by the clemency of more indulgent and liberal times,
was again restored to the domain of his ancestors, and had the
satisfaction of seeing the grandson of Albert enjoy the heredi-
tary birthright of his race.”—I accompanied Colonel Caustic on
a visit to this gentleman’s house, and was delighted to observe
his grateful attention to his father-in-law, as well as the unas-
suming happiness of the good old man, conscious of the perfect
reward which his former fidelity -had met with. Nor did it
escape my notice, that the sweet boy and girl who had been gur
guests at the Colonel’s, had a favorite brown and white spamel,
whom they caressed much after dinner, whose name was Oscar

[No. 76. Sasumpay, JuLy 8, 1786.]

E’ troppo barbara quella I che vuol disporre del cuor delle donne a casto
. deﬁa loro rovina.—Goldoni.

"To the Author of the Lounger : -
) o AvieNoxN, May, 1786.
Sir—You will perhaps be surprisud at receiving a letter from
this place ; butif you possess that benevolence which from your
writings one is led to ascribe to you, the unfortunate from any,
quarter may claim some of yeur notice My story, I believe,
will not be without its use ; and if you knew that sort of melan-
choly indulgence whith I feel in addressing a letter to my native
country !—But I will not give way to feeling ; I mean simply
to relate ; and situated as I am, banished from the world, and
lost to myself, I can tell my story,—I think I can,—as that of a
third person, in which, though I may be interested, I will yet be
impartial. - ‘ .
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My father possessed a small patrimonial estate in the county
of ——, and married, in early life, a lady whose birth was much
above her forturte, and who, unluckily retained all the pride of
the first, though it but ill suited the circumstances of the latter.
The consequences were such as might naturally be looked for,
My father was involved in an expensive style of life, which in
a few years obliged him to sell his estate for payment of his
debts. . He did not live to feel the distresses to which he might-
have been reduced ; and after his death my mother took up her
residence in a country town, where the pittance that remained
from the reversion of my father’s effects, assisted by a small
pension from government, which a distant relation of my mo-
ther’s protured for auis, enabled her to educate me on that sober
plan which necessity had now taught her to adopt.

Our situation, however, still allowed her to mix something of
" the genteel in my education, and the place in which we lived

was Inhabited by several familieg, who, like us, had retired from
more public and expensive life, and still retained somewhat of
.that polish which former intercourse with the fashionable world
had conferred. At the age of seventeen, therefore, I was, I be-
lieve, tolerably accomplished ; and though I knew nothing of
high life, nor indeed wished to know it, yet I possessed a degree
of refinement and breeding rather above what the circumstances
of my mother might have been expected to allow.

Of my beauty I was, like other girls, somewhat vain ; but my

.mother was proud to an extreme degree. She looked upon it as
a gift by which my fortune and her’s were to be made, and con-
sequently spared no possible pains to set it off to advantage.
Its importance and its power were often inculcated on me ; and
my ambition was daily inflamed by the recital of the wealth and
station which other girls bad acquired by marriages to which
their beauty alone had entitled them. I think I heard those in- °

* stances with more indifference thah my mother wished I should ;
and could not easily be brought to consider all happiness as cen-
tred in riches or in rank, to which her wishes and hopes were
constantly pointed.

These hopes, however, accident put it in her power to accom-
plish. At the house of one of the genteelest of our acquaintance
(who bad two daughters. nearly of my age) we met with Mr.
M——, a gentleman whom the lady of the house introduced
particularly to us, as a man of great fortune and singular worth.
Mr. M—— was past the meridian of life ; he had the look and
air of a man who had seen the world, and talked on most sub-
jects with a degree of shrewd and often sarcastic observation,
which met with much applause from the older part of the com-
pany, but which was not at all calculated to please the younger.
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The enthusiasm of attachment, of feeling, and of virtue, which
our -reading sometimes induced us to mention, he ridiculed as
existing only in the dreams of poetry, or the fanciful heroes of
romancé ; but which sense and experience neither looked to find
in others, nor ventured to indulge in ourselves. In short, my
companions and I bated and feared him ; and neither our aversion
or our fear was at all removed by the lectures of our mothers on
'his good sense and agreeable manners. ' ~
hese lectures were at last bestowed with particular emphasis
on me, and, after a day or two’s preamble of general commen-
dations, he was formally proposed to me by my mother as a hus--
band. He himself, though he made his court chiefly to her, was
now pretty sedulous in his attentions to me ; and made many
ches to my beauty, and protestations of his love, which 1
heard with little emotion, but which my mother, and her friend
whose guests we were, represented as the genuine expressions
of the most sincere and ardent attachment. Of love I had formed
such ideas as girls of my age generally do: and though I had
no particular preference for any one else, I did not hesitate in
refusing him, for whom I had hitherto conceived nothing but dis-
_gust. My refusal increased the ardor of my lover in his suit ;
to me he talked in commonplace language of the anguish it
caused him ; to my mother he spoke in the language of the world,
and increased his offers in point of settlement to an exorbitant
degree. Her influence was proportionally exerted. She persua-
ded, implored, and was angry. The luxury and happiness of
that state which I might acquire were warmly painted ; the folly,
the impiety, of depriving myself and her of so comfortable an es-
tablishment, was strongly held forth; the good qualities and
fenerosity of Mr. M—— wereé expatiated on ; those ideas which
ventured to plead as reasons for my rejection were ridiculed
and exploded. At my time gf life, unused to resistance, fond -
of my mother, and accustomed to be guided by her; perhaps,
too, somewhat dazzled with the prospect of the situation which
this marriage would open to me ; it is not surprising that my first
resolutions were overcome. I became the wife of Mr. M .
For some time, the happiness they had promised seemed to
attend me. My husband was warm, if not tender in his at-
tachment ; my wishes for myself were not only indulged, but -
prorapted ; and his kindness to my mother and my friends was
unbounded. I was grateful to- Mr. M———; I regarded, I es-
‘teemed, I wished to love him. On the birth of a son, which
happened about a year after our marriage, he redoubled his assi-
duities about me. I was more happy, more grateful ; I looked
on ray boy, his father caressed him ; and then it was that I loved

Mr. M. indeed.
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This happiness, however, it was not my good fortune long te
enjoy. Some projects of political ambition, in which Mr. M
was engaged, called him from those domestic enjoyments whick
seemed for a while to have interested him, into more public life.
‘We took up our residence, in the capital, and Mr. M intro-
duced me to what is called the best company. Of his owp
society I soon came to enjoy but little. His attachment for me
began visibly to decay, and by degrses he lost altogether the at-
tentionrs which for a while outlived it. Sullen and silent wher
we were alone, and either neglectful or contemptuous when we
had company, he treated me as one whom it would have degra-
ded him to love or to respect ; whom it was scarce worth while
to hate or to despise. I was considered as merely a part of his
establishment ; and it was my duty to do the honors of the table,
as it was that of his butler to attend to his sideboard, or of his
groom to take care of his horses. Like them too, I was to min--
ister to his vanity, by the splendor of my appearance; I was to
show that beauty of which he was master, in company and at
public places, and was to carry the trappings with which he had
adorned it to be envied by the poor, and admired by the wealthy.
‘While my affection for him continued, I sometimes remonstrated

inst this. His answers were first indifferent, and then peevish.
Young, giddy, and fond of amusement, I at last began to enjoy
the part he assigned me, and entered warmly into that- round ot
dissipation, which for a while I had passed through without relish
and often with self-reproach. My son, who had been my tie tc
home, he took from me, to place him in the family of a former
tutor of his own, who now kept a French academy : and I neve
had a second child. My society was made up of the gay and
the thoughtless ; women, who like me, had no duty to perform, .
no laudable exertion to make ; but who, in the bustle of idleness,
were to lose all thought, and in'the forms of the world all honest
attachment. N K

For a considerable time, however, a sense of right, which I

had imbibed in my infancy, rose up occasionlly to embitter ‘my
leasures, and to make me ashamed of the patt I was acting.
enever Mr. M took the trouble of perceiving this, it
served him but as a subject for ridicule. The restraints of re~
igion, or nice morality, he was at pains to represenmt as the
effects of fanaticism and pedantry ; and when I seemed surprised.
or shocked at the principles he held forth, he threw in a sneer at
my former situation, and hinted, that but for him I had been still
the awkward ignorant thing he found me. '

Yet this man expected that I should be virtuous, as that'word
is used by the world ; that I should guard that honor which was
his, while every other .principle of my own rectitude was extin-

: 12




134 PAPERS FROM THE LOUNGER.

guished. For a long time it was so. My horror at that degree
of depravity was not to be overcome, even amidst the levity, tc
call it no worse, of manners which I saw continually around me¢
and which, as far as it was a‘mark of fashion, he seemed to wish
me to participate. Still in the possession of youth and beauty,
[ did not escape solicitations ; but I repelled them with a degree
of resentment which I often heard the very man whose honor it
guarded, treat as affectation in any woman who should pretend
it He would frequently repeat from the Letters of Lord Ches-
terfield, that a declaration of love to a woman was always to be
ventured, because, even though it was rejected, she would accept
of it as a compliment to her attractions. I had soon opportuni-
" ties of knowing that Mr. M. was as loose in his practice as
in his principles. His infidelities, indeed, he was not at much
pains to conceal ; and while I continued to upbraid him, was at
almost as little pains to excuse. N '

In such circumstances, was it to be wondered at if my virtue
was not always proof against the attacks to which it was ex-
posed : With a husband unequal in years, lost to my affection,
as I was cast from his, and treating me as one from whom no
love or duty was to be expected ;. a husband whose principles
were corrupt, whose conversation was loose, whose infidelity
gave.a sort of justice to mine ; surrounded at the same time by
young men whose persons were attractive, whose manners were
engaging, whose obsequious attentions were contrasted with my

-husband’s neglect, and whose pretended adoration and respect
were opposed to his rudeness and contempt :—Was it wonderful,
that thus situated, exposed to temptation and unguarded by prin-
ciple, I should forget first the restraints of prudence, and then
the obligations of virtue ? :

Resigned as I now am to.my situation, I can look onitasa
kind interposition -of Providence, that detection soon followed
my first deviations from virtue, before I had lost the feelings of
shame and contrition, before I had wandered an irrecoverable
distance from duty, from principle, from religion. Here, in this
place .of banishment which the mercy of my husband allotted
me, I have met with some benevolent guides, who have led me
to the only sources of comfort for misery and remorse like
mine; who have given me a station in which, amidst the obloquy
of the world, amidst the humiliation of repentance, I can still in
some degree respect myself ; who have taught me to cultivate
my mind, to improve its powers, to regulate its principles; who
have led me to a juster value of this life, to a sincere hope of
the next.

_ Humbled, and I trust improved by affliction, I will not indulge
either vindication or resentment ; the injuries I have done my
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husband I am willing to expiate (as, alas! he knows I do), by
pentence and by suffering; yet for his own sake, and for the
waming of others, let me ask him, if, for these injuries to him,
and sufferings to me, he never imputes any blame to himself?
I am told he is loud in his charges of my ingratitude and perfidy.
I again repeat, that I will not offer to apologize for my weakness
or my crimes. But it would be more dignified in him, as well
as more just, were he to forget rather than to reproach the wo-
man whose person he bought, whose affections he despised,
whese innocence he corrupted,—whose ruin he has caused !
. - - Sormia M .

[No. 82, Sarvroay, Aveusrt 26, 1786.]
Je n’arme contre lui que le fruit de son crime.—Crebillon.

Taz effects of moral instruction and precept on the mind have
heen rated very highly by.some grave and worthy men; while by
others the experience of their inefficacy, in regulating the con-
duct of the bearer or reader, has been cited as an indisputable
proof of their unimportance. Among those, say they, on whom
moral eloquence has employed all her powers, who have been
tutored by the wisest and most virtuous teachers, and have had
the advice and direction of the ablest and most persuasive
guides, how few are there whose future conduct has answered
to the instruction they received, or the maxims which were so
often repeated to them. Natural disposition or acquired babits
regulate the tenor of our lives ; and neither the sermon that
persuades, nor the relation that moves, has any permanent effect
on the actions of him who listens or who weeps. /

Yet, though examples of their efficacy are not very frequent,
it does not altogether follow that the discourse or the story are
useless and vain. Stronger motives will no doubt overpower
weaker ones, and those which constantly assail will prevail over
othera which seldom occur. Passion, therefore, will sometimes

“be obeyed when reason is forgot, and corrypt society will at
length overcome the best early impressions. But the effects of
that reason, or of those impressions, we are not always in con-
dition to estimate fairly. The examples of their failure are
easily known, and certain of being observed ; the instances of
such as have been preserved from surrounding contagion by
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their influence, are traced with difficulty, and strike us less when
they are traced. :

Formal precepts and hypothetical cautions are indeed fre-
quently offered to youth and inexperience, in a manner so un-
gracious, as neither to command their attention, nor conciliate
their liking. He who says I am to instruct and to warn, with a
face of instruction or admonition, prepares his audience for
hearing what the young and the lively always avoid as tiresome,
or fear as unpleasant. A more willing and a deeper impression
will be made, when the observation arises without being prompt=
ed, when the understanding is addressed through the feelingn.
It wa§_this which strick iné 86 Torcibly in the story of F afEer
Nicholas. T never felt so strongly the evils of Jissipation, nor
éver was so ashamed of the shame of being virtuous.

It was at a small town in Brittany, in which there was a con
vent of Benedictines, where particular circumstances had in-
duced me to take up my residence for a few weeks. They had
some pictures, which strangers used to visit. I went with a
party, whose purpose was to look at them : mine, in such cases,
18 rather to look at men. If in the world we behold the shifting
scene which prompts observation, we see in such-secluded
societies a sort of still life, which nourishes thought, which gives
subject for meditation. I confess, however, I have often been
disappointed ; Ihave seen a group of faces under their cowls, on
which speculation could build nothing ; mere common place
countenances, which might have equally well belonged to a cor-

ration of bakers or butchers. Most of these in the convent

now visited were of that kind : one, however, was of a very
superior order ; that of a monk, who kneeled at a distance from
‘the altar, near a Gothic window, through the painted panes of
which a gloomy light touched his forehead, and threw a dark
Rembrandt shade on the hollow of a large, black, melancholy
eye. ' It was impossible not to take notice of him. He looked
up, involuntarily, no doubt, to a picture of our Saviour, bearing
his cross ; the similarity of the attitude, and the quiet resignation
of the two countenances, formed a resemblance that could not
but strike every one. It is Father Nicholas,” whispered our
conductor, ¢ who is of all the brotherhood the most rigid to
himself, and the kindest to other men. T the distressed, to the
sick, and to the dying, he is always ready to administer assist-
-ance and consolation. Nobody ever told him a misfortune in
which he did not take an interest, or requested good offices
- which he refused to grant : yet the austerity and mortifications
of his own life are beyond the strictest rules of his order ; and
1t is only from what he does for others that one supposes him to
feel any touch of humanity.” The subject seemed to make our
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informer eloquent. I was young, curious, enthusiastic ; it sunk
into my heart, and I could not rest tili I was made acquainted
with Father Nicholas. Whether from the power of the intro-
duction I procured from his own benevolence, or from my de-
portment, the good man loocked on me with the complacency of
a parent. “It is not usual,” said he, “my son, for people at
your age to solicit acquaintance like mine. To you the world
" is in its prime; why should you anticipate its decay? Gayety
and cheerfulness spring up around you ; why should you seek
out the abodes of melancholy and of woe? Yet though dead
to the pleasures, I am not insensible to the charities of life. I
feel your kindness, and wish for an opportunity to requite it.”
He pereeived my turn for letters, and showed me some curious
MSS and some scarce books, which belonged to their convent :
these were not the communications I sought; accident gave
me an opportunity of obtaining the knowledge I valued more,
the knowledge of Father Nichalas, the story of his sorrows, the
cause of his austerities. A
One evening when I entered his cell, after knocking at the
door without being heard, I perceived him kneeling before a
crucifix, to which was affixed a small picture, which I took to
be that of the blessed Virgin. I stood behind him, uncertain
whether I should wait the close of his devotional exercise, or
-retire unperceived as I came. His face was covered with his
- hand, and I heard his stifled groans. A mixture of compassion
and of curiosity fixed me to my place. He took his hands from
his eyes with a quickened movement, as if a pang had forced
them thence : he laid hold of the picture, which he kissed twice,
pressed it to his bosom ; and then gazing on it earnestly, burst
into tears. Afer a few moments he clasped his hands together,
threw a look up to heaven, and muttering some words which I
could not hear, drew a sigh, which seemed to close the account
of his sorrows for the time, and rising from his knees, discover-
ed me. I was ashamed of my situation, and stammered out
some apology for my unintentional interruption of his devo-
tions.——¢ Alas!” said he, *“ be not deceived; these are not
the tears of devotion ; not the meltings of piety, but the wring-
ings of remorse. Perhaps, young man, it may stead thee to be
told the story of my sufferings and of my sins; ingenuous as
thy nature seems, it may be exposed to temptations like mine ;
it may be the victim of laudable feelings perverted, of virtue be-
trayed, of false honor, and mistaken shame.— ‘
“ My name is St. Hubert; my family ancient and respectable,
though its domains, from various untoward events, had been
contracted much within their former extent. I lost my father
before I knew the misfortune of losing him ; and the indulgence
12* '



138 PAPERS PROM THE LOUNGER.

of my mother, who continued & widow, made up in the estiina-
tion of a young man, for any want. of that protection or guidancc
which another parent might have afforded. After having passea
with applause through the ordinary studies which the capital of
our province allowed an opportunity of acquiring, my mother
sent me to Paris, along with the son of a neighboring family,
who, though of less honorable descent, was much richer than
ours. Young Delaserre (that was my companion’s name) was
intended for the army; me, from particular circumstances, which
promised success in that line, my mother and her friends had
destined for the long robe, and had agreed for the purchase of a
charge for me when I should be qualified for it. Delaserre had
a sovereign contempt for any profession but that of arms, and
took every opportunity of inspiring me with the same sentiments,
In the capital I had this prejudice every day more and more con-
firmed. The fierté of every man who had served, the insolent
superiority he claimed over his fellow-citizens, dazzled my am-
bition, and awed my bashfulness. From nature I had that ex-
treme sensibility of shame, which could not stand against the
ridicule even of much inferior men. Ignorance would often
confound me in matters of which I was perfectly well informed,
from his superior effrontery ; and the best established principles
of my mind would sometimes yield to the impudence of assum-
ing sophistry, or of unblushing vice. To the profession which
my relations had marked out for me, attention, diligence, and
sober manners were naturally attached ; having once set down
that profession as humiliating, I concluded its attendant qualities
to be equally dishonorable. I was ashamed of virtues to which
" I was naturally inclined, a bully in vices which I hated and de-
spised. Delaserre .enjoyed my apostacy from innocence as &
victory he had gained. At school he was much my inferior, and
I attained every mark of distinction to which he had aspired in
vain. In Paris he triumphed in his turn ; his superior wealth en-
abled him to command the appearance of superior dignity and
. show; the cockade in his hat inspired a confidence which my
situation did not allow; and, bold as he was in dissipation and
debauchery, he led me as an inferior whom he had taught the art
of living, whom he had first trained to independence and to
manhood. My mother’s ill-judged kindness supplied me with
the means of those pleasures which my companions induced me
to share, if pleasures they might be called, which I often partook
with uneasiness, and reflected on with remorse. Sometimes,
though but too seldom, I was as much a hypocrite on the other
side; I was self-denied, beneficent, and virtuous by stealth; while
the time and money which I had so employed, I boasted to my
companions of having spent in debauchery, in riot, and in vice
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«The habits of life, however, into which I had been led, began
py degrees to blunt my natural feelings of rectitude, and to take
from vice the restraints of conscience. But the dangerous con-
nexion I had formed was broken off by the accident of Dela-
serre’s receiving orders to join his regiment, then quartered at
Dunkirk. At his desire, I gave him the convoy as far as to a
relation’s house in Picardy, where he was to spend a day or two
in his way. ¢I will introduce you,’ said he in a tone of plea-
santry, ¢ because you will be a favorite : my cousin Santonges
is as sober and precise as you were when I first found you.’
The good man whom he had thus characterised, possessed in-
deed all those virtues of which the ridicule of Delaserre had

+sometimes made me ashamed, but which it bad never made me
entirely cease to revere. In his family I regained the station
which, in our dissipated society at Pans, I had lost. His ex-
ample encouraged, and his precepts fortified my natural dispo-
sition to goodness ; but his daughter, Emilia de Santonges, was
2 more interesting assistant to it. After my experience of the
few of her sex with whom we were acquainted in town, the .
native beauty, the unaffected magners of Emilia, were infinitely
attractive. Delaserre, however, found them insipid and tire-
some. He left his kinsman’s the third morning after his arrival,
promising, as soon as his regiment should he reviewed, to meet
me in Paris. ¢Except in Paris, said he, ¢we exist merely,
but do not live.> I found it very different. I lived but in the
presence of Emilia de Santonges. But why should I recall
those days of purest felicity, or think of what my Emilia was !
for not long after she was mine. In the winter they came to
Paris, on account of her father’s health, which was then rapidly
on the decline. I tended him with that assiduity which was due
to his friendship, which the company of Emilia made more an
indulgence than a duty. Our cares, and the skill of his physi-
cians, were fruitless. He died, and left his daughter to my
friendship. It was then that I first dared to hope for her love ;
that over the grave of her father I mingled my tears with Emilia’s,
- und tremblingly ventured to ask, if she thought me worthy of
comforting her sorrows ? Emilia was too innocent for disguise,
too honest for affectation. - She gave her hand: to my virtues,
(for I then was virtuous,) to reward at the same time, and to
confirm them. We retired to Santonges, where we enjoyed as
much felicity as perhaps the lot of humanity will allow. My
Emilia’s merit was equal to her happiness ; and I may say with-
out vanity, since it is now my shame, that the since wretched St.
Hubert wag then thought to deserve the blessings he enjoyed.”
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[No. 83. SATURDAY, SEPTEMEER 2, 1786.]
Continuation of the story of Father Nicholas.

I this state of peaceful felicity we had lived something more

than a year, when my Emilia found herself with child. On that

_ occasion my anxiety was such as a husband who dotes upon his
wife may be supposed to feel.. In consequence of that anxiety,
I proposed our removing for some weeks to Paris, where she
might have abler assistance than our province could afford in
those moments of danger which she soon .expected. To thise
she objected with eamestness, from a variety of motives; but
most of my neighbors applauded my resolution ; and.one, who
was the nephew of a farmer-general, and had purchased the
estate on which his father had been a tenant, told me, the dan-
ger of their country accoucheurs was such, that no body who
could afford to ge to Paris would think of trusting them. I was
a little tender on the reproachgf poverty, and absolutely deter-
mined for the journey. To induce my wife’s consent, I had
another pretext, being left executor to a friend who had died in
Paris, and had effects remaining there. Emilia at last con-
sented, and we removed to town accordingly.

¢« For some time I scarce.ever left our hotel : it was the same
at which Emilia and her father had lodged when he came to
Paris to die, and leave her to my love. The recollection of
those scenes, tender and interesting as they were, spread a sort
of melancholy indulgence over our mutual society, by which the
company of any third person could scarcely be brooked. My wife
had some of those sad presages, which women of her sensibility
often feel in the condition she was then in. All ‘my attention
and solicitude were excited to combat her fears. ¢I shall not
live,! she would say, ¢ to revisit Santonges : but my Henry will
think of me there: in those woods in which we have so often
walked, by that brook to the fall of which we have listened
together, and felt in silence what language, at least what mine,
my love, could not speak.’”—The good Father was overpowered
by the tenderness of the images that rushed upon his mind, and
tears for a moment choked his utterance. After a shortspace
he began, with a voice faltering and weak. -

«Pardon the emotion that stopped my recital. You pity me ;
but it is not always that my tears are of so gentle a kind ; the
images her speech recalled, softened my feelings. into sorrow ;
but T am not worthy of them. Hear the confession of my
remorse. v
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« The anxiety of my Emilia was at last dissipated by her safe
delivery of a boy ; and on this object of a new kind of tender-
ness we gazed with inexpressible delight. Emilia suckled the
infant herself, as well from the idea of duty and of pleasure in
tending it, as from the difficulty in finding in Paris a nurse to
be trusted. We proposed returning to the country as soon as
the re-establishment of her strength would permit : meantime,
during her hours of rest, I generally went out to.finish the

. business which the trust of my deceased friend had devolved
upon me.

«In passing through the Tuilleries, in one of those walks, I
met ‘my old companion, Delaserre. He embraced me with a
degree of warmth which I scarce expected from my knowledge
of his disposition, or the length of time for which our corres-
pondence had been broken off. He had heard, he said, acci-
dentally, of my being in town, but had sought for me several
days in vain. In truth, he was of all men one of whom I was
the most afraid of meeting. I had heard in the country of his
unbounded dissipation and extravagance ; and there were some
stories to his prejudice, which were only not believed, from an
unwillingness to believe them in the people whom the corrup-
tions of the world had not familiarized to baseness ; yet I found
‘he still possessed a kind of superiority over my mind, which I
was glad to-excuse by forcing myself to think him less unworthy
than he was reported. . After a variety of inquiries, and express-
ing his cordial satisfaction at the present happiness I enjoyed,
he pressed me to spend that evening with him so earnestly,
that though I had made it a sort of rule to be at home, I was
ashamed to offer an apology, and agreed to meet him at the hour
he appointed. ' . .

% Our company consisted only of Delaserre himself, and two
other officers, one a good deal older than any of us, who had the
cross of St. Louis, and the rank of colonel, whom I thought the
most agreeable man I had ever met with. The unwillingness
with which I had left home, and the expectation of a very differ-
ent sort of party where I was going, made me feel the present
one doubly pleasant. My spirits, which were rather low when
1 went in, from that constraint I was prepared for, rose in pro-
portion to the pleasantry around me, and the perfect ease in
which I found myself with this old officer, who had information,
wit, sentiment, every thing I valued most, and every thing I least
expected in a 8ociety selected by Delaserre. It was late before
we parted ; and at parting, I received, not without pleasure, an
invitation from the colonel to sup with him the evening after.

“The company at his house, I found enlivened by his sister,
and a friend of hers, a widow, who, though not a perfect beauty,
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- had a countenance that impressed one much more in her favor
than mere beauty could. When silent, there was a certain soft-
ness in it infinitely bewitching ; and when it was lightened up
by the expression which her conversation' gave, it was equally
attractive. We happened to be placed next each other. Unused
as I was to the little gallantries of fashionable life, I rather wished
than hoped to make myself agreeable to her. She seemed,
however, interested in my attentions and conversation, and in
hers, I found myself flattered at the same time, and delighted.
We played, against the inclination of this lady and me, and we
won rather more than I wished. Had I been as rich as Dela-
serre I should have objected to the deepness of the stakes ; but
we were the only persons of the company that seemed ureasy
at our success, and we parted with the most cordial good humor.
Madame de Trenville, (that was the widow’s name,) smiling to
the Colonel, asked him to take his revenge at her house, and
said, with &n air of equal modesty and frankness, that as I had
been the partner of her success, she hoped for the honor of my
company, to take the chance of sharing a less favorable fortune.

. % At first my wife had expressed her satisfaction at my finding

amusement in society, to relieve the duty of attending her. But
when my absence grew very frequent, as indeed I was almost
every day at Madame de Trenville’s, though her words con-:
tinued the same, she could not help expressing, by her counte-
nance, her dissatisfaction at my absence. I perceived this at
first with tenderness only, and next evening excused myself
from keeping my engagement. “ButJ found my wife’s company
not what it used to be : thoughtful, but afraid to trust one ano-
ther with our thoughts, Emilia showed her uneasiness in her
looks, and I covered mine but ill with an assumed gayety of
appearance. '

«The day following Delaserre called, and saw Emilia for the
first time. He rallied me gently for breaking my last night’s
appointment, and told me of another which he had made for me,
which my wife insisted on my keeping. Her cousin applauded -
" her conduct, and joked on the good government of wives. Be-
fore I went out in the evening, I came to wish Emilia good
night. T thought I perceived a tear on her cheek, and would
have staid, but for the shame of not going: The company -
perceived my want of- gayety, and Delaserre was merry on the
occasion. Even my friend the Colonel threw in a litte raillery
on the subject of marriage. It was the first time I felt some-
what awkward at being the only married man of the party.

“We played deeper and sat later than formerly ; but I was to
show myself not afraid of my wife, and objected to neither. I
lost considerably, and returned home mortified and chagrined.
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I saw Emilia néxt morning, whose spirits were not high. Me-
thought her looks reproached my conduct, and I was enough in
the wrong to be angry that they did so. Delaserre came to take -
me to his house to dinner.. He observed as he went, that Emilia
looked ill. ¢Going to the country will re-establish her, said
—+¢ Do you leave Paris? said he.—*]In a few days.'—
Hnd I such motives for remaining in it as you have.”—¢ What
motives ’—+ The attachment of such friends ; but friendship
is a ¢old word ;- the attachment of such a woman as De Tren-
ville.” I know not how I looked, but he pressed the subject no
farther ; perhaps I was less offended than I ought to have been.
«We went to that lady’s house after dinner. She was dressed
most elegantly, and looked more beautiful than ever I had seen
her. The party was more numerous than usual, and there was
more vivacity in it. - The conversation turned upon my intention
of* leaving Paris ; the ridicule of country manners, of. country
opinions, of the insipidity of country enjoyments, was kept up
with infinite spirit by Delaserre, and most of the younger mem-
bers of the company. Madame de Trenville did not join in
their mirth, and sometimes lovked at me as if the subject was
too,_serious. for her to be merry on. I was half ashamed and
" half sorry that I was going to the country ; less uneasy than vain
at the preference that was shown me.”

[No. 84. SarTurpaY, SerTEMBER 9, 1786.]
Conclusion of the story of Father Nicholas.

] was a coward, however, in the wrong as well as in the right,
and fell upon an expedient to screen myself from a discovery
" hat might have saved me. I contrived to. deceive my ‘wife, and

'to conceal my visits to Madame de Trenville’s, under the pre-
tence of some perplexing incidents that had arisen in the man-
agement of those affairs with which I was intrusted. Her mind
was too pure for suspicion or for jealousy. It was easy even
for a novice in falsehood, like me, to deceive her. But I had
an able assistant in Delaserre, who now resumed the ascendancy
over me he had formerly possessed, but with an attraction more
powerful, from the infatuated  attachment which my vanity and
weakness, as much as her art and beauty, had made me conceive
for Madame de Trenville.
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«If happened, that just at this time a young man arrived from
our province, and brought letters for Emilia from a female friend
of her’s in the neighborhood of Santonges. He had been bred
@ miniature painter, and came to town for improvement in his
art. . Emilia, who doted on her little boy, proposed to him to
draw his picture in the innocent attitude of his sleep. The young
painter was pleased with the idea, provided she would allow him
to paint the child in her arms. This was to be concealed from
me, for the sake of surprising me with-the picture when it should
be finished. That she might have a better opportunity of ef-
fecting this little concealment, Emilia would often hear, with a
sort of satisfaction, my engagements abroad, and encourage me
to keep them, that the picture might advance in my absence.

" ¢She knew not what, during that absence, was my employment.
- 'The slave of vice and of profusion, I was violating my faith to
-her, in the arms of the most artful and worthless of women, ahd
losing the fortune that should have supported my child and her,

"' to a set of cheats and villains. Such was the snare that Dela-

serre and his associates had drawn around me. It was covered
with the appearance of love and generosity. De Trenville had
art enough to make me believe, that she was every way the vic-
tim of her affection for me. My first great losses at play she
pretended to reimburse from her own private fortune, and then
threw herself upon my honor, for relief from those distresses into
“which I had brought her. After having exhausted all the money
I possessed, and all my credit could command, I would have
stopped short of ruin; but when I thought of returning in dis-
grace and poverty to the place I had left respected and bappy, 1
had not resolution enough to retreat. I took refuge in despera-
tion, mortgaged the remains of my estate, and staked the pro-
duce to recover what I had lost, or to lose myself. The event
was such as might have been expected. :

¢ After the dizzy horror of my situation had left me power to
think, I hurried to Madame de Trenville’s. She gavé me such
a reception as suited one who was no longer worth the deceiving.
Conviction of her falsehood, and of that ruin to which she had
been employed to lead me, flashed upon my mind. 1 left her
with execrations, which she received with the coolness of har-
dened vice, of experienced seduction. I rushed from her house, I
knew not whither. My steps involuntarily led me home. At my
own door I stopped, as if it had been death to enter. When I
had shrunk back some paces, I turned againj twice did I-at-
tempt to knock, and could not; my heart throbbed with unspeak-
able horror, and my knees smote each other. It was night, and
tbe street was dark and silent around me. I threw myself down
before the .door, and wished some ruffian’s hand to ease.me of
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hfe and together. At last the recollection of Emilia,
and of my infant boy, crossed my disordered mind, and & gush
of tenderness burst from my eyes. I rose, and knbcked at the
_door. When I was let in, I went up softly to my wife’s cham-
ber. She was usleep, with a night lamp burning by her, her
child sleeping on her basom, and its little hatd grasping her
neck. 'Think what 1 felt as Ilooked! She smiled through ker
sleep, and seemed to dream of happiness. My brain began to
madden again; and as the misery to which she must wake
crossed my imagination, the horfible idea rose within me,—I
shudder yet to tell it !——to murder them as they lay, and next
:‘{:ne‘lf 1—I stretched my hand towards my wife's throat —The
infant unclasped its little fingers, and laid hold of one of niine.
. The gentle pressure wrung my heart ; its softness returned ;
burst into tears ; but I could not stay to téll her of our ruin. I
rushed out of the room, and, gaining an obscure hotel in a dis--
tant part of the town, wrote a few distracted lines, acquainting
her of my folly and of my crimes; that I meant immediately to
leave France, and not return till my penitence should wipe out
my offences, and my industry repair that ruin in which I had in-
volved her. I recommended her and my child to my mother’s
care, and to the protection of that Heaven which she bad never
offended. Having sent this, I left Paris on the instant, and had
walked s¢veral miles from town before it was light. At suhrise
a stage eoach overtook me. It was going on the road to Brest.
I entered it without arranging any future plan, and sat in sullen
and gloomy silence, in the corner of the carriage. That day.
and next night I weunt on mechanically, with several other pas-
sengets, regardless of food and incapable of rest. But the see-
ond day I found my strength fail, =nd when we stopped in the
eveuing, 1 fell down in a faint in the passege of the ian. 'wes
put to bed, it seéms, and lay for more than a week in the stupe-
faction of u low fever. 4
- % A charitable brother of that order to which I now belong, who
happened to be in the inn, attended ‘me with the greatest care
and humanity ; and when I began to recover, the good old man
administered to my soul, as he had done to my body, that assist-
ance and consolation he easily discovered it to need. By his
tender assiduities, I was now so far recruited as to be able to
breathe the fresh air at the window of a little parlor. As I sat
there one morning, the same stage coach in which I had arrived,
stopped at the door of the inn, when T saw alight out of it the .
young painter who had been recommended to us at Paris. The
sight overpowered my wedakness, and I fell lifeless from my seat.
The incident brought several people into the room, and amongst
others the young man himself. When they had restored me to
. 13
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sense, I had recollection enough to desire him to remain-with
me alone. It was some-time before he recogniged me ; when

he did, with horror in his aspect, after much hesitation, and-the.
most solemn entreaty from me, he told me the dreadful seqiel

of my misfortunes. My wife and child were no more! The
shock which my letter gave, the state of weakness she was then
in, had not strength to support. The effects were, a fever, de-
lirium, and death. Her infant perished with her. In the inter-
val of reason preceding her death, she called him to her bedside ;
gave him the picture he had drawn; and with her last \breath
chu%ed “him,-if - ever he could find me out, to deliver that and
her forgiveness to me. He put it into my hand. I know not
how I survived. - Perhaps it was owing to the outworn state in
" which my disease had left me. My heart was too weak to burst;
and there was a sort of palsy on my mind that seemed insensible
to its calamities. By that holy man who had once before saved
me from death, I was placed here, where, except one melancholy
journey to that spot where they had laid my Emilia and her boy,
I have ever since remained. My story is unknown, and they
wonder at the severity of that life by which I endeavor to atone
for my offences. But it is not by suffering alone that Heaven

is reconciled; I endeavored, by works of charity and benefi- -

cence, to make my being not hateful in his sight. Blessed be
God! Thave attained the consolation I wished. Already, on
my wasting days a beam of mercy sheds its celestial light. The
visions of this flinty couch are changed to mildness. . It was but
.ast night my Emilia beckoned me in smiles ; this little cherub
was with her!” His voice ceased,—he looked on the picture,
‘then towards Heaven ; and a faint glow crossed the paleness of
his'cheek. I stood awestruck at the sight.  The bell for ves-
pers tolled—he took my hand—1I kissed his, and my tears began
to drop on+it.-—* My son,” eaid he, “to feelings like your’s_ic
may not be unpleasing to-recal my story :—If the world allure
thee, if vice ensnare with its pleasures, or abash with its ridicule,
think of Father Nicholas—be virtuous, and be happy.” .

. e e -
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[No. 787. SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 30, 1786.]

~——=8ed in longom tamen evum :
Manserunt hodieque manent vestigia ruris.—Hor.

TuAT there is nobody in town, is the observation of every
person one has met for several weeks past; and though the word
nobody, like its fellow vocable everybody, has a great latitude of
signification, and in'this instance means upwards of threescore
thousand people, yet undoubtedly, in a certain rank of life, one

finds, at this season, a very great blank in one’s accustomed =

- society. He whom circumstances oblige to remain in town,
feels a sort of imprisonment from which his more fortunatc ac-
quaintance have escaped to purer air, to fresher breezes, and a
clearer sky. He sees, with a very melancholy aspect, the close

window shutters of deserted houses, the rusted knockers and .

mossy pavement of unfrequented squares, and the few distant
scattered. figures of empty walks ; while he fancies, in the coun-
try, the joyousness of the reapers, and the shout of the sports-
man enlivening the fields; and, within doors, the hours made
jocund by the festivity of assembled friends, the frolic, the dance,
and the song. : :

Though the prevailing incidents of my latter part of life have

fixed it almost constantly to a town, yet nobody is more enthu-
siastically fond of the country than I; and, amidst all my ban-
ishment from it, I have contrived still to preserve a relish for its
pleasures, and an enjoymet of its sports, which few who visit it
8o seldom are able to retain. I can still weave an angling.line,
or dress a fly, am a pretty sure shot, and have not forgotten the

tune of a View Holla, or the encouraging Hark: forward! to a -

cautious hound. But though these are a set of capacities, which
mark one’s denizenship to the country, and which therefore I am
proud to retain, yet I confess I am more delighted with its
quieter and less turbulent. pleasures. 'There is a sort of moral

use of the country, which every man who has. not lost the rural

sentiment will feel ; a certain purity of mind and imagination

which its scenes inspire ; a simplicity, a coloring of nature on

- the objects around us, which correct the artifice and interested-
ness of the world. There is in the country a pensive vacancy
(if the expression may be allowed me) of mind, which stills the
violence of passion, and the tumult of desire. One can hardly

dream on the bank of some nameless brook without wakinga - -
better and a wiser man. I early took the liberty of boastingto . -
my readers, that, as a Lounger, I had learned to be idle 'withqutj #

A )

-
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guilt, and indolent without indifference. In the country, me
thinks, I find this disposition congenial to the place ; the air which
breathes around me, like that which touches the Aolian harp,
steals on my soul a tender but varied tone of feeling that lulls

while it elevates, that soothes while it inspires. Not a blade.

that whistles in the breeze, uot a weed that spreads its speckled
leaves to the sun, but may add something to the ideas of him,
who can lounge with all bis mind open about him. :

I am not sure if, in the regret which I feel for my absence
from the country, I do not rate its enjoyments higher, and paint
its landscapes in more glowing colors, than the reality might
afford. T have long cultivated a talent very fortunate for a man
of my disposition, that of travelling in my easy chair, of trans-
porting myself, without stirring from my parlor, to distant places
and to absent friends, of drawing scenes in my mind’s eye, and
of peopling them with the groups of fancy, or the society of re-
membrance, - When I have sometimes lately felt the dreariness
of the town, deserted by my acquaintance ; when I have re-
turned from the coffee-house where the boxes were unoccupied,
and strolled out from my accustomed walk, which even the lame
beggar had left ; I was fain to shut myself up in the room, order
a dish of my best tea (for there is a sort of melancholy which
disposes one to make much of one’s self), and calling up the
powers of memory and imagination, leave the solitary town for a
- solitude more interesting, which my younger days enjoyed in the
‘eguntry, which I think, and if I am wrong I do not wish to be
undeceived, was the most Elysian spot in the world.

I was at an old lady’s, a relation and godmother of mine,
where a particular incident occasioned my being left during the
vecation of two successive seasons. Her house was formed
out of the remains of an old Gothic castle, of which one tower
was still almost entire ; it was tenanted by kindly daws and
swallows. Benpeath, in a modemized part of the building,
resided the mistress of the mansion. The house was skirted
with a few majestic elms and beeches, and the stumps of several
others showed that they had once been more numerous. - 'To
the west, a clump of firs covered a ragged rocky dell, where the
rooks claimed a prescriptive seignory. Through this a dashing
rivulet forced its way, which afterwards grew quiet in its pro-

gress : and gurgling gently through a piece of downy meadow- .

ground, crossed the bottom of the garden, where a little rustic
* paling inclosed a washing-green, and a wicker seat, fronting the
‘south, was placed for the accommodation of theé old lady, whose
lesser tour, when her fields did not require a visit, used to termi-
nate in this spot. Here, too, were ranged the hives for her bees,
whose hum, i & still, warm sunshine, scvthed the good eld lady’s
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mdolence, while their proverbial industry was sometimes quoted

for the instruction of her washers. The brook ran brawling

. through some underwood on the outside of the garden, and soon

after formed a little cascade, which fell into the river that winded .
through a valley in front of the house. When haymaking or

harvest was going on, my godmother took her long stick in her

hand, and overlooked the labors of the mowers or reapers ;

though I believe there was little thrift in the superintendency,

as the visit generally cost her a draught of beer or a dram,

to encourage their diligence,

Within doors she had so able an assistant, that her labor was
little. 1In that department an old man-servant was her minister,
the father of my Peter, who serves me not.the less faithfully
that we have gathered nuts together in my gedmother's hazel
bank.  This old butler (I eall him by his title of honor, though .
in truth he had many subordinete offices) had originally enlisted
with her husband, who went into the army a youth, though he-
afterwards mayried and became a country gentleman, had heen
his servant abroad, and attended him during. his last illness -at
home. His best hat, which he wore o> Sundays, with a scarlet
waisteoat of his master’s, had still & cockade in it ~

Hor husband’s books were in a room at the top of & screw
staircase, which had scarce been opened since his death ; but
her own library for Sabbath or rainy days, was ranged.in a
litle bookpress in the parlor. It consisted, as far 88 I can .
remember, of several volumes of sermons, a Concordance,

- Thomas a Kempis, Antoninua’s Meditations, the Works of the
Author of the Whole Duty of Man, and a translation of Boe~ -
thius ; the original editions of the -Spectator and Guardian,
Cowley’s Poems, Dryden’s Works (of which I had lost & volume
soon after I first came about her houge), Baker’s Chronicle,
Burnet’s History of his own Times, Lamb’s Royal Cookery,
Abercromby’s Scots Warriors, and Nisbet's Heraldry.

The subject of the last mentioned hook was my godmother’s
strong ground ; and she could disentangle a point of genealogy
beyond any body I ever knew. She had an excellent memory ,
for anecdote ; and her stories, though sometimes long, were
never tiresome ; for she had been a woman of great beauty and
accomplishments in her youth, and had kept such company as
made the drama of her stories respectahble and interesting. She
apoke frequently of such of her own family as she remembered

. when a child, but scarcely ever of those she had lost, though
one could see she thouglit of them often. She had buried a
belaved husband and four children. Her youngest, Edward,
“her beautiful, her brave,” fell in Flanders, and was not en~
tombod with his snoeatars. Hia*pioture. done when a child, an

13* . .
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artless red and white portrait, smelling at a nosegay, but very
like withal, hung at her bedside, and his sword and gorget were
crossed under it. When she spoke of a soldier, it was in a
style above her usual simplicity; there was a sort of swell in
her language, which sometimes a tear (for her age had not lost

" the privilege of tears) made still more eloquent. She kept her

sorrows, like the devotions that solaced them, sacred to herself.
They threw nothing of gloom over her deportment; a gentle
shade only, like the fleckered clouds of summer, that increase,
not diminish, the benignity of the season.

She had few neighbors, and still fewer visiters ; but her re-
ception of such asdid visit her was cordial in the extreme. She
pressed a little too much perbaps ; but there was so much heart
and good will in her importunity, as made her good things seem
better than those of any other table. Nor was her attention

‘confined only to the good fare of her guests, though it might

have flattered her vanity more than that of most exhibiters or

good dinners, because the cookery was generally directed by

herself. Their servants lived as well in her hall, and their

horses in her stable. She looked after the airing of their sheets,

and saw their fires mended if the night was cold. Her old
butler, who rose betimes, would never suffer any body to mount

his horse fasting. : .

The parson of the parish was her guest every Sunday, and
said prayers in the evening. To say truth, he was no great
genius, nor much a scholar. I believe my godmother knew
rather more of divinity than he did; but she received from him -
information of another sort ; he told her who were the poor, the
sick, the dying of the parish, and she had some assistance, some
comfort for them all. '

‘I could draw the old lady at this moment!—dressed in gray,

- with a clean white hood nicely plaited (for she was somewhat

finical about the neatness of her person), sitting in her straight-
backed elbowchair, which stood in a large window scooped out
of the thickness of the ancient wall. The middle panes of the
window were of painted glass, the story of Joseph and his
brethren. On the outside waved a honeysuckle tree, which of-
ten threw its shade across her book, or her work ; but she would
not allow it to be cut down. « It has stood there many a day,”
said she, % and we old inhabitants should bear with one another.”
Methinks I see her thus seated, her spectacles on, but raised a
little on her brow for a pause of explanation, their shagreen
case laid between the leaves of a silver-clasped family Bible.
On one side, her bell and soufi-box ; on the other, her knitting
a) tus in a blue damask bag. Between her and the fire an’
old Spanish pointer, that had formerly been her son Edward’s,
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teased, but not teased out of his gravity, by a little terrier of

mine. All this is before me, and I am a hundred miles from

town, its inhabitants, and its business. In town I may have

seen such a figure; but the country scenery around, like the

tasteful frame of an excellent picture, gives it a heightening, a.
relief, which it would lose in any other situation. '

Some of my readers, perhaps, will look with little relish on
the portrait. I know it is an egotism in me to talk of its value ;
but over this dish of téa, and in such a temper of mind, one is
given to egotigm. It will be only adding another to say, that

- when I recall the rural secene of the good old lady’s abode, her:
. simple, her innocent, her useful employments, the afflictions she
sustained in this world, the comforts she drew from another; I
feel a serenity of soul, a benignity of affections, which 1 am
sure confer happiness, and I think must promote virtue. :

~

[No. 89. _SAT_UBDH, OcToBER 14, 1786.]

To the Author of the Lounger :

8ir—I read with infinite satisfaction your 8Tth number, on
the pleasures of the country, and the moral use of that ¢ rural
- sentiment,” the effects of which you know so well how to paint.
But thus it is that brilliant fiction ever delights us ; while you'were
describing in town, I was witnessing in the country. I have
just returned from an excursion into a distant county, “ a hun-
dred miles from town, its inhabitants, and its business.” It was
at the house of Mr. L~—, a relation and intimate acquaint-
ance of mine, where I have been pressingly invited these several
years past, to spend a month or two of the autumn ; to leave
the “thick air and unwholesome streets, the bustle, cares, and
dissipation of the town, for the pure breeze, the healthful walk,
the quiet, the peacefulness, and sobriety of the country. I had
often heard of my friend L——'s charming place, his excellent
house; his every thing, in short, that great wealth (for he is a
man of a very large estate) could bestow, and taste (for every
body talked of his' and Mrs. L——’s taste) could adorn. I
pictured his groves, his lawns, and his waterfalls, with some-
what of that enthusiasm for country scenery which you seem to
feel ; and I thought of his daughters (two elegant girls, whom I
bad just seen for a foew minutes in their way from London,) as -
the woodnymphs of the scene. ~ All this % rural sentiment” I .
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set out with ; and the sight of my friend’s country sest and:

beautiful grounds, which I reached on the third evening, did pot -

" belie it. How it has improved by my stay there, you shall judge

by a short sketch of the country life people lead at: L—— Haljl, -

The party there, which my relation had told e was to bg a
select one, and which made him doubly urgent in his desire to-
have me there this autumn, consisted of .an elderly dowager of
rank and fortune, and her two unmarried danghters ; a member
of parliament, and his brether, a clergymin from England ; apd
two young officers of family, companions of Mr. L——g eldest
son, who bas been about a year in the army. These, with yeur

_ bumble servant, in addition to Mr. L——'s own family, made
up the standing establishment of the house. There were be-
sides, every day, numerous eceasiona) visiters from the neigh-
“borhood; Mr. L—— representing the county in parliament,
and receiving the instructions of his constituents at this time of

- the year only. ’ .

The night of my arrival, I took the liberty of retiring before
the rest of the company, being a good deal fatigued with my
journey. Next morning, however, I got up betimes to enjoy
the beauties of. the season, and of the calm clear landscape
around me. But when I would have gone out, I found the
house door locked.  After varions unsuccessful attempts ta
discover the retreat of the servants, I met a ragged little fellow,
who tald me he was boyte the porter’s man, and the only crea-
ture besides myself stirring in the house, for that Mr, L——'a
gentleman had given a supper to the servants who bad lately
arrived from town, and- they had all sat up at cards till five in
the morning, By the interést of this young friend, I at last
procured the key, and was let out. T strolled the way to the
stables, of which I found the entry much easier than the exit
from the house, the door being left very conveniently open.
The horses from town had not heen quite so well entértained as

the servants ; for they were standing with empty mangers, and’

the dirt of the day before hardened on their skins. But this was
not much to be wondered at, as a pack of cards certainly afforda
a much pleasanter oécupation than a currycomb.

Having rubbed down a favorite poney, which ¥ had bronght
to the country for an eccasional ride, and locked the stable door,
I turned down a little path that led to the shrubbery ; but I waa
afraid to enter any of the walks, as it was notified, by very
legible inscriptions, that there were man traps, and steel guns,
for the reception of intruders. I+as forced therefore to restrict
myself to a walk amidst the dust of the high road till ten, when
on my return to- the house, I found no less ‘dust within doors,
and I was obliged to take refuge in my bedreom till the break
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mil‘;"hr was putin order. By one of the servants, whom,
from his surly loak, I supposed to be a loser of the preceding
night, I was informed that breakfast for some of the eompany
would be ready hy eleven. : . .

At aleven I found some of the company assembled aceord~
ingly. ‘The dowager did naot appear, nor Mra, Li—— herself,
but had chocoelate in their different apartmenta: it seema they
could not be made up, as ane of the young ladies expressed
it, so early: their daughters seemed to have been made up in
haste, for they came down in rumpled night caps, and their hair

-in & brown paste upon their shoulders. The young gentlemen”
joined with us the second teapot ; their heads were in disorder
too, but of a different kind; they had drank, as they told ua,
three bowls of gin toddy after the rest of the company had gone
te bed. The master of the house entered the room when hreak-
fast was nearly over: he asked pardon of his brother senator
and the clergyman for heing so late ; but he had been detained,
he said, locking over his farm ; for he is a great improver of the
value as well as the beauty of his estate, . ¢ Did you ride or
walk, Sir?” said I. Mr. ~ smiled. . «“I walked only to
the easy chair in my library ; I always view my farm upon paper :
Mr. Capability, my governor in these matters, drives through it

“in his phaeton, and lays down every thing so accurately, that I
have no occasion to go near it.” . :

Breakfust ended about ane. The young gentlemen talked
of going out a-shooting ; but the weather was such as to scare
any but hardy sportamen j-so they agreed te play billiards and
cards within doors, in which they were joined by all the senior
gentlemen except myself. I proposed to betake myself to tha
library3 but I found an unwillingness in our host to let me take -
down any of the books, which were so elegantly bound and gilt,
and ranged in such beautiful order, that it seemed contrary to the
etiquette of the house ta remove any of them from the shelves ;
but there was a particular selection in the parlor, which the
company was at liherty to peruse ; it was made up of Hoyle’a
(Games, the List of the Army, two- Almanacs, the Royal Regis-
ter, a file of the Morning Herald, Boswell’s Taur, the Fashion-
able Magazine, the Trial of the Brighton Tailor, and an odd
volume of the last collection of farces. -

Mrs. Li—, and ber friend the dowager, made their appear-. -

" ance about twa. As I was neither of the billiard or the whist
party, and had finished my studies.in the parlor, they did me the
honor to admit me of their conversazione. It consisted chiefly
of a dissertation on some damask and chintz furpiture Mrs.
L had lately bespoke from the metropolis, and a dispute
ahout the age. of a sulky set of china she had bought laat wiuter,
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at a sale of Lord Squanderfield’s. In one of the pauses of the
debate, the day having cleared up beautifully, I ventured to ask
the two ladies, if they ever walked in the country. The dowager
said, she never walked on account of her corns; Mrs. L~——
told me, she had not walked since she caught a sore throat in
one of the cold evenings of the year 1782. o
" The conversation was interrupted by the arrival of the young
ladies, with -half a score of packing boxes, just received by a
ship from London. These changed the current of the discourss.
to the subject of dress, to caps, feathers, hats, and riding habits.
The military men now joined us, and made a very valuable ad-
dition to this board of inquiry, by their commentaries on walking
boots, riding slippers, clubs, buckles, and buttons. We had,
not long after, an opportunity of judging of the practice, as well
"as theory, of those branches of the fine arts. Dinner was half
cold, waiting for the dowager’s eldest daughter, and the major.
They had spent about two hours at their toilets ; yet the hurry
of the major appeared, by his having forgot to put in the false
strap to hus buckles ; and of the young lady, from one cheek
being at least half a shade redder than the other. The ladies
went to tea at nine o’clock, and we joined them at eleven, after
having discussed the prices of different sets of boroughs at one
end of the table, and the qualities of several racehorses and
gamecocks at the other. = . '

Such, Sir, is the detail of one day at the rural retirement of
my friend Mr. L——, which may serve for the history of most
of those I spent there. We had, however, our sabbath-day’s
employment, and our sabbath-day’s guest, as well as your god-
mother. The first Sunday after my arrival . being a rainy one,
Mrs. L——, and most of our party accompanying her, went to
the parish church. The English clergyman would not consent
to so wicked a-thing as going to a Presbyterian place of wor-
ship, and therefore staid at home, to look over a party at picquet
in the dowager’s dressing-room, between her ‘and his brother.

‘I went with the churchgeing people for that one time, but shall_
never do so profane a thing again. The young folks nodded
and laughed all the time of the service, and during the sermon
drew back their chairs from the front of the gallery, ate nuts,
and pelted the shells. The major only was moré seriously em-
ployed, in drawing caricatures of the congregation below, for
which, it must be confessed, some of them afforded no unfavor-
able subjects. _ ‘ .

The parson of the parish, like your old lady’s, was always
a Sunday visiter at L—— hall. He had been tutor to the heir
and his second brother, and had the honor of inspiring them both
with a most sovereign contempt and detestation of learning.




PAPERS FROM THEE LOUNGER. 155

He, too, like your ‘godmother’s: clergyman, communicated in-
formation ; to the ladies, he related the little scandalous anec-
dotes of the parish, and gave his former pupils intelligence of -
several, eoveys of partridges. Himself afforded them game
within doors, being what is commonly called a butt to the un-
fledged arrows of the young gentlemen’s wit. To their father

" he was extremely useful in drawing corks, and putting him in’
mind where the toast stood. In short, he seemed a favorite with,
all the branches of the family. As to religion, it fared with that
as with’ the literature he had been employed to instil into his
pupils ; he contrived to make all the house think it a very
ridiculous thing. - .

About a fortnight after [ went to L—— hall, the arrival of
an elderly baronet from town, an old club companion of Mr.
L ’s, added one other rural idea to the stock we were already
in possession of ; ‘I mean that of eating, in which our new guest,

- Sir William Harrico, was a remarkable adept. * Every morning
at breakfast we had a dissertation on dinner, the bill .of fare
being brought up for the revisal of Sir William. He taught us
a new way of dressing mushrooms, oversaw the composition of

* the grouse soup in person, and gave the venison a reprieve to &’
certain distant day, when it should acquire the exactly proper
fumet for the palate of a connoisseur.

" Such, Mr. Lounger, is the train of ¢ rural sentiment” which
T have cultivated during my autumn abode at L—— hall. I
think I might, without leaving' town, have acquired the receipt
for the mushroom ragout, and have eat stinking venison there
as well as in the country. - I could have played cards or billiards
at noonday with as much satisfaction in a crowded street, as in

" view of Mr. L——'s woods and mountains. The warehouse

in Prince’s street might have afforded me information as to
chintz and damask chair covers; and your. ingenious corres-
pondent, Mr. Jenkin, could have shown me a model of.the
newest fashioned buckle on the foot of some of his little scarlet
beaux, or of a rouged cheek on one of the miniature ladies of
his window. Inshort, I am inclined to believe that folly, affect-
ation, ignorance, and irreligion, might bave been met with in
town, notwithstanding the labors of the Lounger ; that I might -
have saved myself three days’ journey, the expense of a post-
chaise, and a six weeks’ loss of time ; and, what was perhaps
more material than all the rést, I might have preserved that
happy enthusiasm for country pleasures which you seem still to
enjoy, and which, in the less informed days of my youth; I also
was fortunate enough to possess, I am, &c. '

‘ i ' UrBANvS. .
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[No. 90. SaTURDAY, O0TOBER 21, 1786.]

To the Author of the Lounger:

Sia—Though, from my rank in life, being a tradesman’s
daughter, left an orphan at six years old, I had little title to
know any thing about sensibility or feeling ; yet having been
very kindly taken into a family, where there were several young
ladies who were great readers, I had opportunities of heari
a good deal about these things. By the same young ladies %
was made acquainted with your paper, and it was a favorite emn
ployment of mine to read the Lounger to them every Saturday

" moming.. In one of the numbers, published some time ago,

we met. with Mrs. Alice Heartly’a account of an old lady with
whom she lives ; and from the experience of our own feelings,
could not help pitying the connexion with one so destitute of all
tender sentiments as my Liady Bidmore. I had soon after occa~
sion to congratulate myself on a very different sort of egtablishe
ment, baving been recommended by my young patronesses to a
lady, who used frequently to visit at their house, whom we al}
knew (indeed it was her pride, she used to say, to acknowledge
her weakness on that side) to be a perfect pattern, or, according
to her own phrage, a perfect martyr, of the meost acute and deli-
cate sensibility, At our house I saw her once in the greatest
distress imaginable, from the accidental drowning of a fly in the
creampat ; and got great oredit with her myself, for my ten~
derness about a goldfinch belonging to one of our young ladies,
which I had taught to pereh upon my shoulder, and pick little
crumbs out of my mouth. I shall never forget Mrs. Sensitive’s
crying out, “ Oh! how I envy her the sweet little creature’s
kisses !”- It made me blush to hear her speak so; for I had
never thought of kisses in the matter. . .
That little circumstance, however, procured me her favor so
much, that on being told. of my situation, she begged I might,
as she was kind enough to express it, be placed under her pro-

‘tection. AsI had heard ao much of her tender-heartedness and
. her feeling; as she was very rich, having heen left a widow,

with the disposal of her husband’s whole fortune; as she had
nebody but herself in family, so that it promised to be an easy
place; all these things made me very happy to accept of her

- offer; and I agreed to go home to her house immediately, her

last attendant having left her somewhat suddenly. . I heard
indeed, the very morning after I went thither, that her servants
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.did not use to stay long with her, which gave me some little
uneasiness ; but she took occasion to inform me, that it was en-~
tirely owing to their cruelty and want of feeling, having tumed
them all off for same neglect or ill usage of her little family, as
she called it. This little family, of which I had net heard -be~
fore, consists of a number of birds and beasts, which it is the
great pleasure of Mrs. Sensitive’s life to keep and fondle, and
on which she is conatantly exercising her sensibilities, as she -
says. My chief employment is to assist her in the care of them.
The waiting on this family of Mrs. Sensitive’s is not so easy
a task as I at first flattered myself it would have been. We
have three lapdogs, four cats, some of the ladies-of which are
almost always lying-in, a monkey, a flying squirrel, twa parrota,
8 parroquet, a Virginia nightingale, a jackdaw, an owl, besidea
half a hundred smaller birds, hullfinches, canaries, linnets, and
white sparrows. We have a dormouse, in-a hex, a set of
_ guinea-pigs in the garret, and a tame otter in the cellar; besides -
out-pensioners of pigeons and crows at.our windows, and mice
that come from a hole in the parlor wainscotting, to visit us at
breakfast and dinner time. All these I am obliged to tend and
watch with the utmoet care and assiduity : not anly to take-care
that their food and their drink be in plenty, and good order ; not
only to wash the lapdogs, and to comb the cats, to play on the
hird organ for the instruction of the canaries and goldfinches,
and to apeak to the parrots and jackdaw for theirs; but I must
accommodate myself, as my mistress says, to tha feelings of the
sweet creaturss ; I must contribute to their amuaement,. and
keep them in good spirita ; I must scrateh the heads of the
" parrots ; I must laugh to the monkey, and play at cork balla
with the kittens. Mrs. Sensitive says, she can understand their
loaks and their language from sympathy ; -and that she is sure
it must delight every susceptible' mind to have thus an epportu-
nity for extending the sphere of its sensibilities.

She sometimes takes an opportunity of extending something
else with poor me. You can hardly suppose what & passion she
gets into, if any thing about this family of hers is neglected 3
- and when she chooses to be angry with me, and speak her mind
& little loud or so, her favorites, I suppose from sympathy too,
join in the remonstrance, and make such s eoncert!—What
between the lapdogs, the parrots, the jackdaw, and the monkey,
there is such a barking, squalling, cawing, and chattering !—
Mrs. Sensitive’s ears are not so easily hurt as her feelings. .

But the misfortune is, Mr. Lounger, that her feelings are only
made for brute creatures, and don’t extend to us poor Christians
of the family. She hasno pity on us, no sympathy in the world
for our disiresses. She keeps a chamhermaid and a hoy hesides

14
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myself ; and I assure you it does not fare near so well with
us as it does with the lapdogs and the monkey. Nay, I have
heard an old milkwoman say, who has been long about the
family, that Mr. Sensitive himself was not treated altogether so
kindly as some of his lady’s four-footed favorites. He was, it
seems, a good-natured man, and not much given to complain.
The old woman says, she never heard'of his finding fault with
any thing, but once that Mrs. Sensitive insisted on taking into -
bed a Bologna greyhound, because she said it could not sleep
a-nights from the coldness of the climate in this country. Yet
she often talks of her dear, dear Mr. Sensitive, and weeps when
she talks of him ; and she has got a fine tomhstone raised over
- his grave, with an epitaph full of disconsolates, and inconso- _
lables, and what not. T say truth, that is one way even for a
human creature to get into her good graces ; for I never heard
her mention any of her dead friends without a great deal of kind-
ness and tender regrets: but we are none of us willing to pur-
_chase her favor at that rate. :

As for the living they have the misfortune never to be to her
liking. Ordinary objects of charity we are ordered never to
suffer to come near her ; she says she cannot bear to hear their
lamentable stories, for that they tear her poor feelings in pieces.
Besides, she has discovered, that most of them really deserve no
compassion, and many sensible worthy people of her acquaint~
ance have cautioned her against giving way to her sensibility in
that -way ; because, in such cases, the compassion of individuals
is hurtful to society. There are several poor relations of her-
husband’s who, if it had not been for a settlement he made in
her favor a short time before his death, would have had, I am
told, by law, the greatest part of his fortune, to whom she never
gave a shilling in her life. One little boy, her husband’s god-
son, she consented to take into her house ; but she turned him
out of doors in less than a week, because of a blow he gave to
Fidele, who was stealing his bread and butter. .

Some of the: other members of the family are almost tempted
to steal bread and butter too. Mrs. Sensitive is an economist,
though she spends a great deal of money on these nasty dogs
and monkeys, and contrives to pinch it off us, both back and
belly, as the saying is. The chambermaid has given her warn-
ing already on this score ; and the boy says, he will only stay
till he is a little bigger. As for me, she is pleased to say, that I
am of an order of beings superior to the others ; and she some-
times condescends to reason with me. She would persuade
me, Sir, that it is a sin to eat the flesh of any bird or beast, and
talks much of a set of philosophers, who went naked, I think,
who believed that people were turned into beasts and birds ;
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and that therefore we might chance to eat our father or mother
in the shape of a goose or a turkey. And she says, how de-
lighted she would be in the society of those naked philosophers,
and how much their doctrines agree with her fine feelings ; and
then she coaxes me, and says, that I have fine feelings too ;
put indeed I have no such feelings belonging to me; and I
know her greens and water don’t agree with my feelmgs at all,
‘but quite to the contrary, that there is such a grumbling about
And as for people being changed into birds and beasts,
I thmk it is heathenish, and downright against the Bible ; and_
yet it is diverting enough sometimes to hear her fancies about
it. And I can’t help having my fancies too ; as t’other momn-
ing, when the great horned owl sat at table by her, on the chair
which she has often told me her dear, dear Mr. Sensitive used
to occupy, and the poor creature looked so grave, and sat as
silent as mumchance ;—but then she was so kind to the owl!
1 don’t know what her squirrel was changed from, but itis always
getting into some odd corner or other. It was but yesterday I
got a sad scold for oﬁ'enng to squeeze it when it had crept Lord
knows how far up my petticoats ; and my mistress was in such
a flurry, for fear I should have hurt it. She lets it skip all about
her without ever starting or wincing, for all her feelings are so
fine. But these fine feelings are not like the feelings of any
other body ; and I wish to get into the service of some person
who has them of a coarser kind, that would be a little more use-
ful. If Mrs. Heartly therefore continues in her resolution of -
quitting Lady Bidmere's, on account of that old lady’s want
of feeling, I would be very much obliged to you to recommend
me to the place. 1 think I can bear a pretty good hand at a
rubber and a hard brush ; and’as for keepmg the furniture clean, :
it will be perfect pastlme only, in comparison of my mornings
cleaning out of Mrs. Sensitive’s living collection. I hope Lady
Bidmore, from her education, has never heard any thing of the
naked philosophers ; and if any other set have taught ger, that
people are changed into commodes, chests of drawers, or bed-
steads, it signifies very little, as we shall take exceeding good
care of them, and the belief will have no effect on our dinners
Or suppers. - © Tam, &c.
: ' BarBarae HEARTLESS.
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 [No. 96. SaTurpAY, DECEMBER 2, 1786.]
Aureus hanc vitam in tegris Saturnus agebat.—Virgsl.

‘:!btﬁc.dutlwro_ftthounger:

S1r,—As in reading, either for instruction or entertainment,
one is always most struck with what comea nearest to one's self,
we who are in the country have been particularly aftentive to
your rural papers. The family of which I am a member at pre-
sent, have been very much entertained with them, We have
found out several of our acquaintance in the letter of Urbanus ;
and even the picture of your godmother, though a little anti
quated, was too strongly marked for some of our party not to dis~
cover a resemblance to it. Adrastus’s portrait of himaelf was
too serious for our meddling with. We never allow our ima~’
ginations to sport with the sacredness of sarrow.

Since the receipt of those papers, it haa become an amusement
here to draw sketches fors the Lounger; and gome of us last
night after supper proposed that every one should paint his
neighbce. To this fancy and a rainy morning you owe thia
letter. I will try to give you the whole group; I am sure, if I
could do it justice, it should please your benevolent readera
better than the picture of Urbanus, though I give that gentleman
perfect credit for the fidelity as well as the power of his pencil.
But a family piece of Greuze is more pleasing, though perbapa
less valued, than one of HemskirR or Teniers.

That I wmay, however, take no advantage, I will begin with
myself. I am not of so serious a disposition as Adrastus, yet
am I not altogether without some of that rural sentiment which
" he indulges, and which you deseribe. I own I had acuter feel-

ings some five-and-twenty years ago ; but having now lived half
a century, I am become a good deal less heroic, less visionary,
and less tender than I was; yet I have not forgotien what my
own feelings were, and I can_perfectly understand what those
of younger men are ;. I confess I like to see them as warm as I
myself was at their age, and enjoy a sort of self-flattery in think-
ing that I have learned to be wiser by being a little older than
they. Something of the same reflection I venture now and then
to indulge, from the circumstance of being a bachelor ; I think
myself as well as I am, and yet I am pleased to see a husband
- and a father happy. And as I am neither from age nor situation
quite condemned to celibasv. I have that sort of interest in an
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amiable woman, or a promising child, that makes their company
very agreeable to me, and I belieye mine not unpleasant to them.
I have, thank God, good heajgh and good spirits ; was bred
somewhat of a scholar by my father, who lived in town, and a
pretty complete sportsman by my grandfather, who resided in the
country. When at school, I stole an hour er two in the evening
to learn music, and had a tolerable knack at making bad verses
when at college. 1n short there are few things come across me
in which I am quite left out, and I have not the vanity of excel

" lence to support in.any of them. .

I generally spend some. months in autumn in the country, and
this season have passed them very agreeably at the house of a

gentleman, whe, from particular circumstances, I am pretty con-

fident is the person you once mentioned under the appellation of
Benevolus. A general idea of his character you have given in
the paper I allude to: of his family and their country life, will
you allow me to try a little sketch now? )

You- have hinted at the use Benevolus makea of his weelth.
In the ¢ountry, as far as we can gather from those around him,
he gives largely ; but as it is neither from the impulse of sickly
sentiment or shallow vanity, his largesses tend ofiener to inrite
industry then to supply indigence, Indeed, I have been forced
to abserve, that to nurse poverty, is politicplly speaking, to har-
bor idleness and vice: to prevent it is much the better way ; for
o man seldom thrives that does not deserve to thrive ; and, ex-
cept from some unfortunate accidents, which Benevolus is ever
ready to pity and to redress, a map is seldom poor without de=
serving to be sa. The occupiers of Benevolus’s estate are
generally thriving : he says, that to promote this ia not an expen-
sive indulgence ; but on the contrary, that he .gains by it. Itis
some money advanced at first, says he; but ne eapital ia more
productive than that which is laid out on the happiness of ene’s
people. . Same plans indeed have been suggested to him_for
doubling the revenue of his estate, by dispeopling it of three-
fourths of its inhabitants ; but he would never consent to them.
If I wished for money, he replied to an adviser of thege scheines,
there are many trades you should rather recommend to me ; but
the proudest properiy of a eountry gentleman is that of men,
He has not, however, that inordinate desire for extending the
hounds of his estate, that some great preprietors have. A gen-

" tleman, whose family bad been reduced in its circumstances,

offered his land to hyn for sale, Benevolus expressed his sor-
row for the necessity that forced his neighbor to this measure,
and, after examining into his affairs, gave him cvedit to the extent
of his debts. The young man went abroad, and from the recom=
mendation of his honesty end&&nh. and great gasiduity in busk
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ness, acquired a fortune sufficient to redeem his affairs.- Some-
body observed what an enviable purchase that gentleman’s land
would have been to Benevoluas * But those acres would riot
have dined with me with such a face of happiness and gratitude
as Mr. did to-day.” .

Such faces, indeed, are a favorite part of the entertainment at
Benevolus’s table. One day of the week, which he jokingly
calls his wife’s rout day, there is an additional leaf put to the
table, for the reception of some of the principal farmers on his
estate, from whose conversation, he says, he derives much useful
knowledge in country business, and in' the management of his
affairs. He behaves to them in such a way as to remove all re-
straints from the inequality of rank ; and talking to every man
on the subject he knows best, makes every man more pleased
with himself, and more useful to those who hear him. The re-
ception, indeed, of those guests strongly marks the propriety of
feeling and of behaviour of the family. There is none of that
sneer and tittering which one sees among the young gentlemen
and ladies of other tables ; the children strive who shall help the
senior farmer of the set; they ask questions about the different
members of his household, and sometimes send little presents
to his children. I have had the charge of some parties of the
young people, who dined with the farmers in return ; and then
we have so many long stories when we come back in the evening.
There are no such eggs, nor fowls, nor cream, as we meet with

"in those excursions. I am always appealed to as a voucher ;
and I can safely say, that we thought so, especially when we
took a long walk, or fished, or shot by the way.

Benevolus has four sons and three daughters. Their educa-
tion has been scrupulously attended to ; and there are perhaps
no young people of their age more accomplished. When I
speak of their accomplishments, I do not mean only their skill
in the ordinary branches of education, music, dancing, drawing,
and so forth. I have seen such acquirements pass through the
memory and the fingers of young people, yet leave little fruit
behind them. It is not so with my young friends here; not
only are the faculties employed, but the mind is enriched by all
their studies. I have learned a great deal of true philosophy,
during the rainy days of this season, from the little philosophers
in Benevolus’s library; and when I indulge myself in a morn
mg’s lounge beside the young ladies and their mother I always
rise with sentiments better regulated, with feelings more attuned,
than when I sat down.. The young people’s accomplishments
are sometimes shown, but never exhibited ; brought forth, unas-
sumingly, to bestow pleasures on others, not to administer to
their own vanity, or that of their parents. In music their talents
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e such as might attract the applanse of the most skilful; yet
they never refuse to exert them in the style that may please the
- most ignorant. Music their father confesses he is fond of, be-
yond the moderation of a philosopher. It is a relaxation, he
‘says, which indulges without debasing the feelings, which em-
ploys without wasting the mind. The first time I was here, I
had rode in a very bad day through a very dreary road; it was
_dark before I reached the bouse. The transition from the bat-
tering rain, the howling wind, and a flooded road, to a saloon
lighted cheerily up, and filled with the mingled sounds of their
family concert, was so delightful, that I shall never forget it.
There is, however, a living harmeny in the appearance of the
family, that adds considerably to the pleasure of this and every
other entertainment. To see how the boys hang upon their fa-
ther, and with what looks of tenderness the girls gather round their
mother ! « To be happy at home,” said Benevolus one day to
me, when we were talking of the sex, “is one of the best dowries
we can give a daughter with a good husband, and the best pre-
ventive against her choosing a bad one. How many miserable
‘matches have I known some of my neighbors’ -girls make, mere-
Iy to escape from the prison of their father’s house! and, having
married for freedom, they resolved to be as little as they could
in their husband’s.”

Benevolus’s lady, though the mother of so many children, is
still a very fine woman. That lofty elegance, however, which,
in her younger days, I remember awing so many lovers into
adoration, she has now softened into a matron gentleness, which
is infinitely engaging. There is a modest neatness in her dress,
a chastened grace in her figure, a sort of timid liveliness in her
conversation, which we cannot but love ourselves, and are not
surprised to see her husband look on with delight. In the
management of her household concerns, she exerts a quiet and
unperceived attention to her family and her guests, to their con-
venience, their sports, their amusements, which accommodates
every one without the tax of seeing it bustled for. - In the little
circles at breakfast, where the plans of the day are laid, one never
finds those faces of embarrassment, those whispers of conceal-
ment, which may be observed in some houses. Mamma is ap-
plied to in all arrangements, consulted in schemes for excursions,
in the difficulty of interfering engagements, and is often pressed
to be of parties, which she sometimes enlivens with her presence.
" Benevolus, in the same manner, is frequently the companion
of his son’s sports, and rides very keenly after an excellent pack
of harriers, though they say he has gone rather seldomer out this
season than he used to do, having got so good a deputy in me.
-He was disputing t'other day, with the clergyman of the parish,
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a very learned and a very worthy man, on the love of spert.
« ] allow, my good Sir,” said Benevolus,  that there are better
uses for time ; but, exclusive of exercise to the body, there are.
so many dissipations more hurtful to the mind, (dissipations even
of reading, of thinking, and of feeling, which are never reckoned
on as such,) that if sport be harmless, it is ugeful. I have ano-
ther reason for encouraging it in my son. It will give him an’
additional tie to the country, which is to be the chief scene of
his future life, as a man likes his wife the better. that, besides
more important accomplishments, she can sing and dance ; and
in both cases, a man of a feeling mind will conneet with the
mere amusement, ideas of affection, and remembrances of ten-
dermness. Methinks I perceive an error in the system of edu-
cation which some country gentlemen follow with their sons.
They send them, when lads, to study at foreign universities,
and to travel into foreign countries, and then expect them,
rather unreasonably, to became country gentlemen at their re-
turn. My son shall travel to see other countries, but he shall
first learn to love his own. There is a polish, there are orna-
ments, I know, which travel gives; but the basis must he an
attachment to home. My son’s ruffles may be of lace, but his
shirt must be of more durable stuff.”

In this purpose Benevolus has perfectly succeeded with his
son, who is now eighteen, with much of the information of a
man, but with all the unassuming modesty of a bey. *Tis his
pleasure and his pride to acknewledge the claims which his
native scenes have upen him. He knows the name of every
hamlet, and of its inhabitants; he visits them when he can be
of use, gives encouragement to their improvements, and distri-
butes rewards to the industrious. In return, they feel the most
peérfect fealty and regard to him. The old men observe how
like he is to-his father ; and their wives trace the eyes and the
lips of his mather. o :

The same good sense in their management, and a similar
attention to thejy happiness, is shown to every inferior member
of Benevolus’s household. His domestics revere and lave him;
yet regularity and attention are nowhere so habitual, Attention
to every guest is one of the first lessons a servant learns at his
nouse, and an attention of that useful and henevolent sort, which
is exactly the reverse of what is practised in some great houses
in the country, where a man is vastly well attended, provided he
has attendants of his own to make it needless ; but a person of
inferior rank may wait sometime before he can find a servant,
whose province 1t is to take any care of him. At Benevolus’s,
it is every man's province to show a stranger kindness; osnd
there is an aspect of welcome in évery domeatic ona meets.
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Even the mastiff in the court is so gentle, so humanized by the
children, and, “ bears his faculties so meek,” that the very beg-
gar is not afraid of T'rusty, though he bays him. :

In such quarters, and with such society, I do not count the
weeks of my stay, like your correspondent Urbanus. The
family talks of not visiting Edinburgh sooner than Christmas,
and it is not improbable that I may stay with them till that time ;
so if your coffeé-house friend takes notes of arrivals this winter,
he may possibly mark me down_in my seat in the coach des-
tined for No. 7, answering the Juestions of two cherub-faced
boys, who are a sort of pupils of mine here in all the idle branches
- of their education. : I am, Sir,

Your most cbedient servant,
’ -W. G.

[No. 98. Sarurpay, DecEMBER 16, 1786.]

. Nec domos potentum,
Nossemus, nec imagines superbas.—Mart.

To the Quthor of the Lounger

Sir,—1It is a long time since my last correspondence with
you ; and indeed, I did not know that your paper continued to-
come out, till lately that I saw it at & certain great house where
I was on a visit. Of that visit, Mr. Lounger, if you will give
me leave, I will tell you some particulars. Since I find that
some great folks take in your paper, it may do them no harm to
be told a little how things are about them ; or if, as I am apt.to
believe, they are not easily to be mended, it will at least give us
little folks some satisfaction to get out our thoughts of them.

Your predecessor, the author of the Mirror, who was kind

. énough to take some interest in my family, was well acquainted
with its connexion with Lady , the great lady who first set
my wife and daughters’ heads agog about fashion and finery. In
my last to you, I informed you of our having-luckily lost her
acquaintance, though I had got into another hobble by our inti-
macy with my rich neighbor, young Mushroom. I am ashamed
to tell you, Sir, how things have come about ; but,as I told Mr.
Mirror, I was always’ rather too easy in my way : I have been
myself on a visit at the house of the great lady ; (I beg her lord’s
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Budon, but that’s the way of speaking in our neighborhood).
ut this comes through Mr. Mushroom too. You must know,
that since he came home, by presents of shawls and muslins to
my lady, and, as some folks say, by lending some of his spare
rupees to my lard, he is become a great favorite at lodge.
And se my lord and lady and he have laid their heads together,
that Mr. Mushroom shall be member for our county the next
vacancy ; and they have been driving and riding about among
us, and giving feasts and dances at lodge and Mushroom
hall. I fought a little shy, as the saying is ; but Mrs. and Miss
Mushroom so tickled the ears of my wife and daughters, and
my lady talked so much of the happiness she had formerly en-
joyed at my house, and of her regret for having lost the honor
of . my daughter Mrs. ’s acquaintance, that they were silly
enough to forgive all her former neglect of them ; and then they
so belabored me with the great things that might be expected -
from my lord’s patronage, and Mr. Mushroom’s attachment to
my family, (and they had some shawls and muslins too) that I
at last agreed to give my vote as they wished. Oh! then, there
was 50 much fuss and kindness, and such invitations to go to
lodge, and so many honors and pleasures—that, in short,
Mr. Lounger, having got in my corn and sold my cattle, I was
prevailed on to lay out a little of the money in a new suit, to get
a new saddle and bridle for my mare, to trim my brown colt for
a portmanteau horse, and mounting John upon him, whom I
could best spare at this season too, I accompanied one of my
brother freeholders, a plain man like myself, who takes a little
of his wife’s advice, to lodge.

As I knew something of the hours there, I took care that we
should not reach the house till within a few minutes of four,
though my neighbor was in a sert of flutter the last three miles,
for fear of being too late. But when we got off our horses, and
walked into the lobby, we found we were much too early for the
house. We had stalked about for some minutes, without know-
ing where we should go, when, who should I see ceme in but
my old acquaintance, Mr. Papillot, though it seems he had for-
gotten me ; for when I asked him if my lord or his lady were
within, he gave me a broad stare, and said that some of the ser-
vants would inform us. - None of the servants, however, chose
to be so kind ; for though one or two peeped out of this and that
door, they took no sort of concern in us, till at lasta big surly-
looking fellow appéared, pulling down the ruffles of his shirt, and
bade us follow him into the saloon. Here we found an open
window, and a half-kindled fire, and were left to cool our heels
for above an hour, before any living creature appeared. At last,
a civil enough sort of a gentleman, whose name I never heard,
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for the family called him nothing but Captain, came in, and.
after talking a little to us about the weather, the roads, and the
crop, (though he seemed to have but a bad notion of farming,)
left the room again, telling us that my lord and lady would soon
be down ; but that dinner was somewhat later to-day than usual,
as they and their company had been at a bearbaiting, my lord’s
bear having been backed against his neighbor Sir Harry Driver’s
dogs. This accident kept us from our dinner till six o’clock,
by which time my neighbor and I, who had breakfasted by times,
were almost famished. Meanwhile we were left to entertain
ourselves with the pictures, not to mention my lady’s French "
lapdog, which a servant brought in (I suppose by the time he
had been dressed for dinner) and lard on a cushion at the fire-
side. I found indeed one of the late numbers of the Lounger,
which I began to read ; but my neighbor Broadcast yawned so
on the first page, that I laid it by out of complaisance to him.
Soon after the lapdog, some of her ladyship’s company came
in, one after another, and did us the honor of staring at us, and

_ speaking to the lapdog. The dinner bell was rung before the
lady appeared, who, to do her justice, behaved politely enough, -
and began to ask half a dozen questions about our wives and
children, to which she did not wait for an answer ; but to say
truth, she had her hands full of the bearbaiting company, who, .
when they were all assembled, made a very numerous party..
My lord entered a few minutes after her; he did not give him-
self much trouble about any of us, till on the Captain’s whisper-
ing something in his ear, he came up to where my neighbor and
I stood, and said he was very happy to have the honor of seeing
us at lodge. .

‘When we went to dinner, we contrived to place ourselves on
each side of our good friend the Captain, and things went on
pretty well. I knew that at such a table the victuals were not
" always what they seemed ; and therefore I was cautious of ask-
ing for any of your figured dishes. At last, however, I got
helped to a mutton-chop, as I would have called it; but the
Captain told me it was a ragout. When I tasted it, it was so ’
Frenchified, and smelt so of garlic, which I happen to-have an
aversion to, that I was glad to get rid of it, as soon (and that
was not very soon) as I could prevail on a servant to take away
my plate. The Captain, who guessed my taste I suppose, very
kindly informed me there was roast beef on the sideboard, and
sent a request to a fine gentleman out of livery, who had the
carving of it, for a slice to me. But whether he thought I look-
ed like a cannibal, or that the dish, being little in request, was
neglected in the roasting, he sent me a monstrous thick cut, so
red and raw, that I could not touch a morsel of it; so I was

,
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obliged to confine my dinner to the leg and wing of a partridge,
which the second course afforded me. I did not observe how
my friend Broadcast fared at dinner; but I saw he catched a

" tartar at the dessert; for happening to take a mouthful of a
peach, #s he thought it, what-should it be but a lump of ice, that
stung his hollow tooth to the quick, and brought the tears over
his cheeks. The wine after dinner might have consoled us for
all these littte misfortunes, if we had had time to partake of it §
but there the French mode came across us again, and we had
drank but a few glasses, and had notgot half through the history
of the bearbaiting, when coflee was brought.

‘When we went into the drawing room, we found the card ta-
bles set, and my lady engaged with a party at whist. She re-
commended some of us to the care of a friend of her’s, a lady
somewhat advanced in life, though she was still a maiden one,
for they called her Miss Lurcher, who made up a table at far-
thing loo. As this was a game I was used to play at home,
and the stake was so very trifling, I consented to make- one.
My neighbor Broadcast refused, and sat down at the other end
of the reom, to hear one of the young ladies play on the harpsi-
chord, where he affronted himself by falling asleep. It had been
as well for some other people that they had been asleep too.
This game, though it began with farthings, soon mounted up te
a very considerable sum, and I had once lost to the amount ot
twenty pounds. = A lucky reverse of fartune brought me a little
up again, and I went to supper only five thousand farthings, that -

. is, five guineas out of pocket. It would ot become me to sus-
pect any foul play at lodge ; but I could not help observ-
ing, that Miss Lurcher held Pam plaguily often. I have been
told since, that she has little other fortune than what she makes
by her good luck at cards : and yet she was as finely drest as
my lady, and had as fine a plume of feathers on her hat: I shall
never look on that hat again without thinking that I see Pam it
the front of it. '

When we were shown to our rooms, I looked for the attend-
ance of John, to whom I had given strict charge to be watchful
in that matter ; but he was not to be found, and, I. was told, had
never appeared at the lodge after he went with his horses to the’
inn. Before going to bed, I stole into the chamber where my
friend Broadcast lay, and agreed with him, who seemed as will-
ing to be gone as myself, that we should cut short our visit, and
(since French was the word) take a French leave early next
morning. We were both up by daylight, and groped our way
down stairs to get our hats and whips, that we might make our
escage to where John and the horses were lodged. But we
could not find our road to ¢he lobby, by which we had entered.
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. There did not seem to be a creature stirring in the house ; and,
after wandering through several empty halls, in one of which we
found a backgammon table open, with a decanter not quite
empty, on which was a claret label, we went down a few steps
to another passage, where we imagined we heard somebody stir-
ring. But we bad not gone many steps when the rattle of a
chain made us take to our heels ; and it was well we did; for
we were within half a yard of being saluted by my lord’s bear,
whose quarters it seemed we had strayed into. The noise of
our flight, and his pursuit, brought a chambermaid, who happened
to be up, to our assistance, and by her means we had the good
fortune to get safely through the lobby into the lawm, from
whence we had only a mile or two’s walk to the i inn where John
t up.

F g: wal:)lt of John’s attendance, I had comforted myself with
the reflection, that if he had not been employed in taking care
of me, the horses would fare the better for it. But when we
reached the house, we found that Jobn had béen employed in
nothing but taking care of himself. The servants of my lord’s
other guests who were there, kept a very good house, as the
landlord called it : and John had been a good deal jollier at din-
ner the day before than his master. It was . with some difficulty -
we got him on his legs, and -brought him along with us, It was
a long time before my portmanteau could be found : and my new
bridle, with a plated bit, had been exchanged by some clearer-
headed fellow, for.an old enafile not worth a groat. °

Such, Sir, is the history of my ﬁrstvmt,mdlhopemylast,
lodge. . But as.I have found the experience even of
onevuxtahttls expensive, I think it is doing a kindness to peo-
ple in my situation, to let them know what they have to expeet
there. When my lord asks a vote again, let it” be conditioned
on the part of the freeholder, that he shall not be obliged to study
the pictires of his saloon above half an hour, that he shall have
something to eat and something to drink at dinunet, and bs in- .
mdﬁvmﬁlhngmtothepaws of the bear, or the hands of Miss
: Lmhet. I am, &ec.

. . Joax Homzsrun..
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[No. 100. 8aTurpaY, DEcxMBER 30, 1786.]

Amonc the cautions which prudence and worldly wisdom in-
culcate on the young, or at least among those sober truths which
experience often pretends to have acquired, is that danger which
is said to result from the pursuit of letters and of science, in men
destined for the labors of business, or the active exertions of
professional life. The abstraction of learning, the speculations
of science, and the visionary excursions of fancy, are fatal, it is
said, to the steady pursuit of common objects, to the habits of
plodding industry which ordinary business demands. The fine-
ness of mind, which is created or increased by the study of let-
ters, or the admiration of the arts, is supposed to incapacitate a
man for the drudgery by which professional eminence is gained 3
as a nicely-tempered edge, applied to a coarse and rugged ma~
terial, is unable to perform what a more common instrument
would have successfully achieved. A young man destined for
law or commierce is advised to look only into his folio of prece-
dents, or his method of book-keeping ; and. Dulness is pointe
ed to his homage, as that benevolent goddess, under whose
protection the honors of station, and the blessings of opulence,
are to be attained ; while learning and genius are proscribed, as
leading their votaries to barren indigence, and merited neglect.
In doubting the truth of these assertions, I think I shall not en-
wertain -any hurtful degree of. scepticism, because the general
current of opinion seems, of late years, to have set too strongly
in the (':ontra.r{ direction; and one may endeavor to prop the
failing cause of literature, without being accused of blameable or
dangerous partiality.

In the examples which memory and experience produce, of
idleness, of dissipation, and of peverty, brought on by an indul-
gence of literary or poetical enthusiasm, the evidence must ne-
cessarily be on one side of the question only. Of the few whom
learning or genius have led astray, the ill success or the ruin is
marked by the celebrity of the sufferer. Of the many who bave
been as dull as they were profligate, and as ignorant as they
were poor, the fate is unknown, from the insignificance of those
by whom it was endured. If we may reason & priri on the
matter, the chances, I think, should be on the side of literature.

In young minds of any vivacity, there is a natural aversion to
the drudgery of business, which is seldom overcome, till the ef-
fervescence of youth is allayed by the progress of time and habit,
or till that very warmth is enlisted on the side of their profession,
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by the opening prospects of ambition or emolument. From this
tyranny as youth conceives it, of attention and of labor, relief is
commonly sought from some favorite avocation or amusement,
for which a young man either finds or steals a portion of his
time ; either patiently plods through his task, in expectation of
its approach, or anticipates its arrival, by deserting his work be-
fore the legal period for amusement is arrived. It may fairly be
questioned, whether the most innocent of those amusements is
either so honorable or so safe, as the avocations of learning or
of science. Of minds uninformed and gross, when youthful
spirits agitate, but fancy and feeling have no power to impel, the
amusements will generally be either boisterous or effeminate,
will either dissipate their attention or weaken their force. The
. omployment of & young man’s vacant hours is often too little at-
tended to by those rigid masters, who exact the most scrupulous
observance of the periods destined for business. The waste of
time is undoubtedly a very calculable loss ; but the waste or the
depravation of mind is a loas of a much higher denomination.
The votary of study, or the enthusiast of fancy, may incur the
first; but the latter will be suffered chiefty by him whom igno-
rance, or want of imagination, has left to the grossness of mere
sensual enjoyments.

In this, as in other respects, the love of letters is friendly to
sober manners and virtuous conduct, which in every profes- '
sion is the road to success and to respect. Without adopting
the common-place reflections against some particular depart-
ments, it must be allowed, that 1n mere men of business, there
is a certain professional rule of right, which is not always hon-
orable, and though meant to be selfish, very seldom profits. A
superior education generally corrects this, by opening the mind
to different motives of action, to the feelings of delicacy, the
sense of honor, and a contempt of wealth; when earned by a
desertion of those principles. ‘

The moral beauty of those dispositions may perhaps rather
provoke the smile, than excite the imitation, of mere men of
business and the world. But I will venture to tell them, that,
even on their own principles, they are mistaken. The qualities
which they sometimes prefer as more calculated for pushing a
young man’s way in life, seldom attain the end in contemplation
of which they are not so nice about the means. This is strongly
exemplified by the ill success of many, who from their earliest
youth, had acquired the highest reputation for sharpness and
cunning. Those trickish qualities look to small advantages un-
fairly won, rather than to great ones honorably attained. The
direct, the open, and the candid, are the surest road to success
in every department of life. It needs a certain superior degree
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of ability to perceive and to adopt this ; mean and uninformed
minds seize on corners, which they cultivate with narrow views
to very little advantage : enlarged and well-informed minds ém-
brace great and honorable objects ; and if they fail of obtaining
them, are liable to none of those pangs which rankle in the
bosom of artifice defeated, or of cunning over-matched.

To the improvement of our faculties, as well as of our princi-
ples, the love of letters appears to be favorable. Letters require
a certain sort of application, though of a kind perhaps very dif-
ferent from that which business would recommend. Granting
that they are unprofitable in themselves, as that word is used in
the language of the world; yet, as developing the powers of
thought and reflection, they may be an amusement of some use,
as those sports of children in which numbers are used, familiarize
them to the elements of arithmetic. They give room for the ex-
ercise of that discernment, that comparison of objects, that dis-
tinction of causes, which is to increase the skill of the physician,
to guide the speculation of the merchant, and to prompt the
arguments of the lawyer ; and though some professions employ
but very few faculties of the mind, yet there is scarce any branch
of business in which a man who can think will not excel him
‘who can only labor. We shall accordingly find, in many depart-
ments where learned information seemed of all qualities the least
" necessary, that those who possessed it in a degree above their
fellows, have found from that very circumstance, the road to
eminence and to wealth.

But I must often repeat that wealth does not necessarily
create happiness, nor confer dignity : A truth which it may be
thought declamation to insist on, but which the present time
seems particularly to require being told. The influx of foreign
riches, and of foreign luxury, which this country has of late ex-
perienced, has almost levelled every distinction but that of mo-
ney among us. The crest of noble or illustrious ancestry has
sunk before the sudden accumulation of wealth in vulgar hands ;
but that were little, had not the elegance of manners, had not the
dignity of deportment, had not the pride of virtue, which used -to
characterize some of our high-born names, given way to that tide
of fortune which has lifted the low, the illiterate, and the unfeeling,
into stations of which they were unworthy. Learning and genius
have not always resisted the torrent; but I know no bulwarks
better calculated to resist it. The love of letters is connected
with an independence and delicacy of mind, which is a great pre-
servative against that servile homage which abject men pay to
fortune ; and there is a certain classical pride, which from the
society of Socrates and Plato, Cicero and Atticus, looks down
with an honest disdain on the wealth-blown insects of modern
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times, neither enlightened by knowledge, nor ennobled by virtue.
The non omnis moriar of the poet draws on futurity for the defi-
ciencies of the present; and even in the present, those avenues

of more refined pleasure, which the cultivation of knowledge, of .

fancy, and of feeling, opens to the mind, give to the votary of
science a real superiority of enjoyment in what he possesses, and
free him from much of that envy and regret which less cultivated
spirits feel from their wants.

In the possession, indeed, of what he has auamed, in that rest
and retirement from his labors, with the hopes of which his fa-
tigues were lightened and his cares were soothed, the mere man
of business frequently undergoes suffering, instead of finding en-
Joyment. To be busy, as one ought, is an easy art ; but to know
how to be idle, is a very superior accomplishment. This diffi-
culty is much increased with persons, to whom the habit of em-
ployment has made some active exertions necessary ; who can-
not sleep contented in the torpor of indolence, or amuse them-
selves with those lighter trifles, in which he, who inherited idleness
as he did fortune, from his ancestors, has been accustomed to find
amusement. The miseries and mortifications of the “retired
pleasures” of men of business, have been frequently matter of
speculation to the moralist, and of ridicule to the wit. But he
who has mixed general knowledge with professional skill, and
literary amusement with professional laber, will bave some stock
wherewith to support him in idleness, some spring for his mind
when unbent from business, some employment for those hours
which retirement or solitude has left vacant and unoccupied.
Independence in the use of one’s time is not the least valuable
species of freedom. This liberty the man of letters enjoys ;
while the ignorant and the illiterate often retire from the thral-
dom of busmess, only to become the slaves of languor, intemper-
ance, Or vice.

But the sntuanon in which the advantages of that endowment
of mind which letters bestow are chiefly conspicuous, is old age,
when a man’s society is necessarily circumscribed, and his pow-
ers of active enjoyment are unavoidably diminished. Unfit for
the bustle of affairs and the amusements of his youth, an old man,
if he has no source of mental exertion or employment, often set-
tles into the gloom of melancholy and peevishness, or petrifies
his feelings by habitual intoxication. From an old man whose
gratifications were solely derived from those sensual appetites
which time has blunted, or from those trivial amusements of
which youth only can share, age has cut off almost every source
of enjoyment. But to him who has stored his mind with the in-
formation,.and can still employ it in the amusement of letters,
this blank of life is admnmbly filled up. He acts, he thinks, and

15%
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he feels with that literary world whose society he can at all times
enjoy. There is perhaps no state more capable of comfort to
ourselves, or more attractive of veneration from others, than that
which such an old age affords; it is then the twilight of the pas-
sions, when they are mitigated but not extinguished, and spread
their gentle influence over the evening of our days, in alliance
with reason and in amity with virtue.

Nor perhaps, if fairly estimated, are the little polish and com-
placencies of social life less increased by the cultivation of let-
ters, than the enjoyment of solitary or retired leisure. To the
politeness of form and the ease of manner, business is naturally
unfavorable, because business looks to the use, not the decora-
tion of things. But the man of business who has cultivated
letters, will commonly have softened his feelings, if he has not
smoothed his manner or polished his address. He may be
awkward, but will seldom be rude; may trespass in the igno-
rance of ceremonial, but will seldom offend against the substan-
tial rules of civility. In conversation, the pedantry of profession
unavoidably insinuates itself among men of every calling. The
lawyer, the merchant and the soldier, (this last perhaps, from ob-
vious enough causes, the most of the three,) naturally slide into
the accustomed train of thinking and the accustomed style of
conversation. The pedantry of the man of learning is generally
the most tolerable and the least tiresome of any: and he who
has mixed a certain portion of learning with his ordinary pro-
fession, has generally corrected, in a considerable degree, the
abstraction of the one and the coarseness of the other.

In the more important relations of society, in the closer inter-
course of friend, of husband, and of father, that superior deli-
cacy and refinement of feeling which the cultivation of the mind
bestows, heighten affection into sentiment, and mingle with such
connexions a dignity and tenderness, which gives its dearest
value to our existence. In fortunate circumstances, those feel-
ings enhance prosperity ; but in the decline of fortune, as in the
decline of life, their influence and importance are chiefly felt.
They smooth the harshness of adversity, and on the brow of
misfortune print that languid smile, which their votaries would
often not exchange for the broadest mirth of those unfeelingly
prosperous men, who possess good fortune, but have not a heart

for happiness.

END OF THE PAPERS FROM THE LOUNGER.
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INTRODUCTION

TrovueH the world is but little concerned to know in what
situation the author of any performance that is offered to its
perusal may be, yet I believe it is generally solicitous to learn
some circumstances relating to him ; for my own part, I have
always experienced this desire in myself] and read the advertise-
ment at the beginning, and the postscript at the end of a book,
if they contain any information of that sort, with a kind of melan-
choly inquietude about the fate of him in whose company, as it
were, I have passed some harmless hours, and whose sentiments
have been unbosomed to me with the openness of a friend.

The life of him who has had an opportunity of presenting
to the eye of the public the following tale, though sufficiently
checkered with vicissitude, has been spent in a state of ob-
scurity, the recital of which could but little excite admiration, or
gratify curiosity. The manner of his procuring the story con-
tained in the following sheets, is all he thinks himself entitled
to relate.

After some wanderings at that time of life whlch is most sub-
ject to wandering, I had found an opportunity of revisiting the
scenes of my earlier attachments, and returned to my native spot
with that tender emotion, which the heart, that can be moved at
all, will naturally feel on approaching it. The remembrance of
my infant days, like the fancied vibration of pleasant sounds in
the ear, was still alive in my mind ; and I flew to find out the
marks by which even inanimate thmgs were to be known, as
the friends of my youth, not forgotten, though long unseen, nor
lessened in my estimation, from the pride of refinement, or the
comparison of experience.

In the shade of an ancient tree, that centred a circle of elms,
at the end of the village where I was born, I found my old
acquaintance, Jack Ryland. He was gathering moss with one
hand, while the other held a flannel bag. containing earth worms,
to be used as bait in angling.. On seeing me, Ryland dropped
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his moss on the ground, and ran with all the warmth of friend-
ship to embrace me. * My dear Tom,” said he, * how happy
I am to see you! you have travelled, no doubt, a woundy long
way since we parted.—You find me in the old way here.—I be-
lieve they have but a sorry notion of sport in Italy.—While I
think on’t, look on this minnow ; I’ll be hanged if the sharpest-
eyed trout in the river can know it from the natural. It was
but yesterday now—You remember the cross-tree pool, just
below the parsonage—there I hooked him, played him half an
hour by the clock, and landed him at last as far down as the
church-way ford. As for his size—Lord! how unlucky it is
that I bave not my landing net here ! for now I recollect that I
marked his length on the outside of the pole ; but you shall see
it some other time.” '

Let not my reader be impatient at my friend Ryland's ha
rangue. 1 give it him, because I would have characters deve-
lope themselves. 'To throw, however, some farther light upon
Ryland’s :

He was first cousin to a gentleman who possessed a consid-
erable estate in our county ; born to no fortune, and not much
formed by nature for acquiring one, he found pretty early that
he should never be rich, but that he might possibly be happy ;
and happiness to him was obtained without effort, because it
was drawn from sources which it required little exertion to sup-
ply. Trifles were the boundaries of his desire, and their attain-
ment the goal of his felicity. A certain neatness in all those
little arts in which the soul has no share, an immoderate love of
sport, and a still more immoderate love of reciting its progress,
with the addition of one faculty which has some small connex-
ion with letters, to wit, a remarkable memory for puzzles and
enigmas, made up his character ; and he enjoyed a privilege
uncommon to the happy, that no one envied the means by which
he attained what every one pursues.

I interrupted his narrative by some inquiries about my former
acquaintance in the village ; for Ryland was the recorder of the
place, and could have told the names, families, relations, and
intermarriages of the parish, with much more accuracy than the
register. )

% Alack-a-day !” said Jack, ¢ there have been many changes
among us since you left this: here bas died the old gauger
Wilson, as good a cricket player as ever handled a bat ; Rooke,
at The Salutation, is gone too ; and his wife has left the parish
and settled in London, where, I am told, she keeps a gin shop
in some street they call Southwark ; and the poor parson, whom
you were so intimate. with, the worthy old Annesly ;—he look-
ed piteously towards the churchyard, and a tear trickled down
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his cheex.—*I understand you,”, said I, * the gowd man is
dead !”— Ah! there is more than you think about us death,”
answered Jack ; ¢ he died of a broken heart!” I could make
no reply but by an ejaculation, and Ryland accompanied it with
another tear ; for though he commonly looked but on the sur-
face of things, yet Ryland had a heart to feel.

«In the middle of yon clump of alders,” said he, * you may
remember a small house, that was once farmer Higgins’s. It is
now occupied by a gentlewoman of the name of Wistanly, who
was formerly a sort of servant companion to Sir Thomas Sin-
dall’s mother, the widow of Sir William. Her mistress, who
died some years ago, left her an annuity, and that house for life,
where she has lived ever since. I am told she knows more of
Annesly’s affairs than any other body ; but she is so silent and
shy, that I could never get a word from her on the subject. = She
is reckoned a wonderful scholar by the folks of the village ; and
you, who are a man of reading, might perhaps be a greater fa-
vorite with her. If you choose it, I shall introduce you to her
immediately.” I accepted his offer, and we went to her house
together.

‘We found her sitting in a little parlor, fitted up in a taste much
superior to what might have been expected from the appearance
of the house, with some shelves, on which I observed several
of the most classical English and French authors. She rose
to receive us with something in her manner greatly above her
seeming rank. Jack introduced me as an acquaintance of her
deceased friend, Mr. Annesly. ¢« Then, Sir,” said she, ¢ you
knew a man who had few fellows !” lifting her eyes gently up-
wards. The tender solemnity of her look answered the very
movement which the remembrance had awakened in my soul ;
and I made no other reply than by a tear. She seemed to take
it in good part, and we met on that ground like old friends, who
had much to ask, and much to be answered.

When we were going away, she begged to have a moment’s
conversation with me alone ; Ryland left us-together. ,

«If I am not deceived, Sir,” said she, ¢ in the opinion I have
formed of you, your feelings are very different from those of Mr.
Ryland, and indeed of most of my neighbors in the village. You
seem to have had a peculiar interest in the fate of that worthiest
of men, Mr. Annesly. The history of that life of purity which he
led, of that calamity by which it was shortened, might not be an
unpleasing, though a melancholy recital to you ; but in this box,
which stands on the table by me, is contained a series of letters
and papers, which, if you will take the trouble of reading them,
will save me the task of recounting his sufferings. You will
find many passages which do not indeed relate to it ; but, as
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they are often the entertainment of my leisure hours, I have
marked the most interesting parts on the margin. This depo-
site, Sir, though its general importance be small, my affection
for my departed friend makes me consider as a compliment,
and I commit it to you, as to one in whose favor I have con-
ceived a prepossession from that very cause.”

Those letters and papers were the basis of what I now offer
to the public. Had it been my intention fo make a book, I might
have published them entire ; and I am persuaded, notwithstand-
i rs. Wistanly’s remark, that no part of them would have
been found more foreign to the general drift of this volume, than
many that have got admittance into similar collections. But I
have chosen rather to throw them into the form of a narrative,
and contented myself with transcribing such reflections as na-
hlnlly arise from the events, and such sentiments as the situa-
tions elone appear to have excited. There are indeed many
suppletory facts, which could not have been found in this collec-
tion of Mrs. Wistanly’s. These I was at seme pains to pro-
cure through other chanpels. How I was enabled to procure
them, the reader may conceive, if his patience can hold out to -
the end of the story. To.account for that now, would delay its
commencement, and anticipate its conclusion ; for both which
effects this introductory chapter may have already been sub;ect
to reprehension.
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PART I

CHAPTER I.

In which are some particulars previous to the commencement of the
main story.

RicaArD ANNEsSLY was the only child of a wealthy trades-
man in London, who, from the experience of that profit which
his business afforded himself, was anxious it should descend to
bis son. Unfortunately the young man had acquired a certain
train of ideas which were totally averse to that line of life which
his father had marked out for him. .There is a degree of senti-
ment, which, in the bosom of a man destined to the drudgery of
the world, is the source of endless disgust. Of this, young
Annesly was unluckily possessed ; and as he foresaw, or thought
he foresaw, that it would not only endanger his success, but take
from the enjoyment of prosperity, supposing it attained, he de-
clined following that road which his father had smoothed for his
progress ; and, at the risk of those temporal advantages which
the old gentleman’s displeasure on this occasion might deny him,
entered into the service of the church, and retired to the country
on one of the smallest endowments she has to bestow.

That feeling which prevents the acquisition of wealth, is
formed for the support of poverty. The contentment of the
poor, I had almost said their pride, buoys up the spirit against
the depression of ‘adversity, and gives to our very wants the
appearance of enjoyment.

Annesly looked on happiness as confined to the sphere of
sequestered life. 'The pomp of greatness, the pleasures of the
affluent, he considered as only productive of turbulence, dis-
quiet, and remorse; and thanked Heaven for having placed him
in his own little shed, which, in his opinion, was the residence of
pure and lasting felicity.

With this view of things his father’s ideas did by no means

16



J

182 THE MAN OF THE WORLD.

coincide. His anger against his son continued till his death;
and, when that event happened, with the preposterous revenge
of many a parent, he consigned him to misery, as he thought,
because he would not be unhappy in that way which he had in-
sisted on his following, and cut him off from the inheritance of
his birth, because he had chosen a profession which kept him in
poverty without it.

Though Annesly could support the fear of poverty, he could
not easily bear the thought of a dying father’s displeasure. On
receiving intelligence of his being in a dangerous situation, he
hastened to London, with the purpose of wringing from him his
forgiveness for the only offence with which his son had ever
been chargeable; but he arrived too late. His father had
breathed his Jast on the evening of the day preceding that on
which he reached the metropolis, and his house was already in
the possession of a nephew, to whom his son understood he had
left every shilling of his' fortune. This man had been bred a
baberdasher, at the express desire of old Annesly, and had all
that patient dulness which qualifies for getting rich, which, there-
fore, in the eyes of his uncle, was the most estimable of all
qualities. He had seldom seen Richard Annesly before, for
indeed this Jast was not very solicitous of his acquaintance.
He recollected his face, however, and desiring him to sit down,
informed him particularly of the settlement which his relentless
father had made. “It was unlucky,” said the haberdasher,
“that you should have made choice of such a profession; but a
parson, of all trades in the world, he could never endure. Itis
possible you may be low in cash at this time ; if you want a
small matter to buy moumings or so, I shall not scruple to
advance you the needful ; and I wish you would take them of
neighbor Bullock the woollendraper, who is as honest 2 man as
any of the trade, and would not impose on a child.” Annesly’s
eyes had been hitherto fixed on the ground, nor was there want-
ing a tear in each for his unnatural father. He turned them on
his cousin with as contemptuous a look as his nature allowed
them to assume, and walked out of ‘the house without uttering
a word. :

He was now thrown upon the world with the sentence of
perpetual poverty for his inheritance. He found himself in
the middle of a crowded street in London, surrounded by the
buzzing sons of industry, and shrunk back at the sense of his
own insignificance. In the faces of those he met, he saw no
acknowledgment of connexion, and felt himself, like Cain after
his brother’s murder, an unsheltered, unfriended outcast. He
looked back to his father’s door; but his spirit was too mild
for reproach—a tear dropped from hia eye as he looked !
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There was in London one person, whose gentle nature, he
knew, would feel for his misfortunes ; yet to that one of all
others, his pride forbade to resort.

Harriet Wilkins was the daughter of a neighbor of his father’s,
who had for some time given up business, and lived on the
interest of 4000/.,, which he had saved in the course of it
From this circumstance, his acquaintance, old Annesly, enter-
tained no very high opinion of his understanding ; and did not
cultivate much friendship with a man whom he considered as a
drone in the hive of society. But in this opinion, as in many
others, his son had the misfortune to differ from him. He used
frequently to steal into Wilkins’ house of an evening, to enjoy
the conversation of one who had passed through life with observ-
ation, and had known the labor of business, without that con- _
traction of soul which it often occasions. Harriet was com-
monly of the party, listening, with Annesly, to her father’s dis-
course, and, with Annesly, offering her remarks on it. She was
not handsome enough to attract notice ; but her look was of that
complacent sort which gains on the beholder, and pleases from
the acknowledgment that it is beneath admiration.

Nor was her mind ill suited to this “index of the soul.”
Without that brilliancy which excites the general applause, it
possessed those inferior sweetnesses which acquire the general
esteem ; sincere, benevolent, inoffensive, and unassuming. No-
body talked of the sayings of Miss Wilkins; but every one
heard her witl pleasure, and her smile was the signal of uni-
versal complacency.

Annesly found himself insensibly attached to her by a chain,
which had been imposed without art, and suffered without con-
sciousness. During his acquaintance with Harriet, he had come
to that period of life, when men are most apt to be impressed
with appearances. In fact, he had looked on many a beauty
with a rapture which he thought sincere, till it was interrupted by
the reflection that she was not Harriet Wilkins ; there was a
certain indefinable attraction which linked him every day closer
to her, and artlessness of manner had the effect (which I pre-
sume, from their practice, few young ladigs believe it to have) of
securing the conquest she had gained.

From the wealth which old Annesly was known to possess,
his son was doubtless, in the phrase of the world, a very advan-
tageous match for Miss Wilkins ; but when her father discover
ed the young man to be serious in his attachment to her, he fre-
quently taok occasion to suggest how unequal the small fortune
be could leave his daughter was to the expectations of the son
of a man worth 30,0002, and, with a frankness peculiar to him-
self, gave the father to understand, that his son’s visits were



184 THE MAN OF THE WORLD:

+ather more frequent than was consistent with that track of pru-
dence, which the old gentleman would probably mark out for
nim. The father, however, took little notice of this intelligence ;
the truth was, that, judging by himself, he gave very little credit
to it, because it came from one, who, according to his concep-
tion of things, should, of all others, have concealed it from his
knowledge. .

But though his son had the most sincere attachment to Miss
Wilkins, his present circumstances rendered it, in the language
of prudence, impossible for them to marry. They contented
themselves, therefore, with the assurance of each other’s con-
stancy, and waited for some favorable change of condition which
might allow them to be happy.

The first idea which struck Annesly’s mind on the disappoint-
ment he suffered from his father’s settlement, was the effect it
would have on his situation with regard to Harriet. There is
perhaps nothing more bitter in the lot of poverty, than the dis-
tance to which it throws a man from the woman he loves ; that
pride I have before taken notice of, which in every other circum-
stance tends to support, serves but to wound him the deeper in
this. That feeling now turned Annesly’s feet from his Harriet’s
door; yet it was now that his Harriet seemed the more worthy
of his love, in proportion as his circumstances rendered it hope-
less. . A train of soft reflections at length banished this rugged
guest from his heart—¢ *Tis but tpking a last farewell |’ said he
to himself, and trod back the steps which he had made.

He entered the room where Harriet was sitting by her father,
with'a sort of diffidence of his reception that he was not able to
hide ; but Wilkins welcomed him in such a manner as soon dis-
sipated the restraint under which the thoughts of his poverty had
laid him. ¢ This visit, my dear Annesly,” said he, * flatters me,
because it shows you leaning on my friendship. I am not
ignorant of your present situation, and I know the effect which
prudent men will say it should have on myself; that I differ
from them, may be the consequence of spleen, perhaps, rather
than generosity ; for I have been at war with the world from a
boy. Come hither Harriet; this is Richard Annesly. His
father, it is true, has left him 30,000l poorer than it was once
expected he would ; but he is Richard Annesly still! you will
therefore look upon him as you did before. I am not Stoic
enough to deny, that riches afford numberless comforts and con-
veniences which are denied to the poor ; but that riches are not
essential to happiness I know, because I have never yet found
myself unhappy ;—nor shall I now sleep unsound, from the
consciousness of having added to the pressure of affliction, or
wounded merit afresh, -because fortune had already wounded it..
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Liberal mintls will delight in extending the empire of virtue ;
for my own part, I am happy to believe, that it is possible for an

attorney to be honest, and a tradesman to think like Wilkins. -

. CHAPTER IL
More introductory matter.

WiLkins having thus overlooked the want of fortune in his
young friend, the lovers found but-little hindrance to the com-
pletion of their wishes. Harriet became the wife of a poor man,
who returned the obligation he owed to her and her father’s
generosity, by a tenderness and affection rarely found in wed-
lock, because there are fow minds from whom in reason they
can be expected.

His father-in-law, to whom indeed the sacrifice was but trifling,
could not resist the joint request of his daughter and her husband,
to leave the. town and make one of their family in the country.
In somewhat less than a year he was the grandfather of a boy,
and nearly at the same distance of time after, of a girl, both of
whonm, in his opinion, were cherubs; but even the gossips around
them owned they had never seen more promising children. The
felicity of their little circle. was now, perhaps, as perfect as the
lot of humanity admits ; nor would it have been easy to have
found a group, whose minds were better formed to deserve or
attain .it. Health, innocence, and good humor, were of their
household ; and ‘many an honest neighbor, who never troubled
himself to aceount for- it, talked of the goodness of Annesly’s
ale, and the cheerfulness of his fireside. I have been often
admitted of the party, though I was too young for a companion
to the seniors, and too old for a playfellow to the children ; but
no age, and.often indeed no condition, excluded from a putlcl-
pation -of their happiness ; and I have seen little Billy, before
he could- speak to be well understood, lead in a long-bearded
beggar, to sing his song in his turn, and be rewarded wnth a cup
of that excellerit liquor I mentioned.

Their felicity was too perfect to be lasting ;—such is the pro-
verbial opinion of mankind. The days of joy, however, are not
more winged in their course than the days of sorrow; but wa °
count not the moments of their duration with so scrupulous an
exactness.

16*
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T'hrae years after the birth of her first daughter, Mrs. Annesly
was delivered of another ; but the birth of the last was fatal to
her mother, who did not many days survive it. ‘

Annesly’s grief on this occasion was immoderate ; nor could
all the endeavors of his father-in-law, whose mind was able to
preserve more composure, prevail upon him, for some days, to
remember the common offices of life, or leave the room in which
his Harriet had expired. Wilkins’ grief, however, though of a
more silent sort, was not less deep in its effects ; and when the
turbulence of the other’s sorrow had yielded to the soothings of
time, the old man retained all that tender regret, due to the death
of a child, an only child, whose filial duty had led him down the
slope of life without suffering him to perceive the descent. The
infant she had left behind her was now doubly endeared to his
father and him, from being considered as the last memorial of
its dying mother ; but of this melancholy kind of comfort they
were also deprived in a few months by the smallpox. Wilkins
seemed, by this-second blow, to be loosened from the little hold
he had struggled to keep of the world, and his resignation was
now built upon the hopes, not of overcoming his affliction, but
of escaping from its pressure. 'The serenity which such an idea
confers, possesses, of all others, the greatest dignity, because it
possesses, of all others, the best assured confidence, leaning on
a basis that is fixed above the rotation of sublunary things. An
old man, who has lived in the exercise of virtue, looking back,
without a blush, on the tenor of his past days, and pointing to
that better state, where alone he can be perfectly rewarded, is a
figure the most venerable that can well be imagined. Such did
Wilkins now exhibit.

“ My son,” said he to Annesly, «I feel that I shall not be
with you long ; yet I leave not the world with that peevish dis-
gust, which is sometimes mistaken for the courage that over-
comes the dread of death. I lay down my being with gratitude,
for having so long possessed it, without having disgraced it by
any great violation of the laws of him by whom it was bestowed.
There is something we cannot help feeling, on the fall of those
hopes we had been vainly diligent to rear. 1 had looked forward
to some happy days, amidst a race of my Harriet's and yours ;
but to the good there can be no reasonable regret from the dis-
appointment of such expectations, because the futurity they trust
in after death, must far exceed any enjoyment which a longer life
here could have afforded. It is otherwise with the prospect of
du‘tly to be done ; these two little ones I leave to your tenderness
and care ; you will value life, as it gives you an opportunity of
forming them to virtue.—Lay me beside my Harriet.”

"The old man’s prediction was but too well verified ; he did not
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long survive this pathetic declaration. His son-in-law was now
exposed, alone and unassisted, to the cares of the world, in-
creased by the charge of his boy and girl ; but the mind will sup-
m much, when called into exertion by the necessity of things.
is sorrow yielded by degrees to the thoughts of that active duty
he owed his children; in time his fireside was again cheered by
their sports around it ; and though he sometimes looked upon
them with a tear at the recollection of the past, yet would he as
often wipe it from his eye, in silent gratitude to Heaven, for the
enjoyment of the present, and the anticipation of the future.

CHAPTER IIL

‘The openings of two characters with which the reader may afterwards he
better acquainted. .

His son had a warmth of temper, which the father often ob-
served-with mingled pleasure and regret; with pleasure, from
considering the generosity and nobleness of sentiment it bespoke ;
with regret, from a foreboding of the many inconveniences to
which its youthful possessor might naturally be exposed.

But Harriet was sofiness itself. The sprightliness- of her
gayest moments would be checked by the recital of the distress
of a fellow-creature, and she would often weep all night from
some tale which her maid had told of fictitious disaster. Her
brother felt the representation of worth ill-treated, or virtue op-
pressed, with indignation against the oppressor, and wished to
be a man, that he might, like Jack the Giant-killer, gird on his
sword of sharpness, and revenge the wrongs of the sufferer ;
_ while his sister pressed his hand in her’s, and trembled for the
danger to which she imagined him exposed ; nay, she has been
afterwards heard to cry out in her sleep, in a hurried voice,
“You shall not go, my Billy, papa and I will die if you do.”

A trifling incident, of which I find an account in one of their
father’s letters, will discriminate their characters better than a
train of-the most labored expression.

At the bottom of his garden ran a little rivulet, which was
there. dammed up to furnish water for a mill below. On the
bank was a linnet’s nest, which Harriet had discovered in her
rambles, and often visited with uncommon anxiety for the callow
brood it contained. One day, her brother and she were at play
on the green at a little distance, attended by a servant of their
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father’s, when a favorite terrier of Billy’s happened to wander
amongst the bushes where this nest was sheltered. Harriet,
afraid of the conseguences, begged the servant to run, and pre-
vent his doing mischief to the birds. Just as the fellow came
up, the dog had lighted on the bush, and surprised the dam, but
was prevented from doing her much harm by the servant, who
laid hold of him by the neck, and snatched his prey out of his
mouth. The dog, resenting this rough usage, bit the man’s fin-
ger till it bled, who, in return, bestowed a hearty drubbing upon
him, without regarding the entreaties or the threats of his httle
master. Billy, enraged at the sufferings of his favorite, resolved
to wreak his vengeance where it was in his power, and running
up to the nest, threw it down, with all its unfledged inhabitants
to the ground. « Cruel Billy !” cried his sister, while the tears
ran down her cheeks. He turned sullenly from her, and walked
‘up to the house, while she, with the man’s assistance, gathered
up the little flutterers, and having fastened the nest as well as
she could, replaced them safely within it.

When she saw her brother again, he pouted, and would not
speak to her. She endeavored to regain his favor by kindness,
but he refused her caresses ; she sought out the dog, who had
suffered on her linnet’s account, and stroking him on the head,
fed him with some cold meat from her own hand. When her
brother saw it, he called him away. She looked after Billy till
he was gone, and then burst into tears.

Next day they were down at the rivulet again. Still was
Harriet endeavoring to be reconciled, and still was her brother
averse to areconciliation. He sat biting his thumb, and looking
angrily to the spot where his favorite had been punished.

At that instant the linnet, in whose cause the quarrel had
begun, was bringing out her younglings to their first imperfect
flight, and two of them, unfortunately taking a wrong direction,
~ fell short into the middle of the pool. Billy started from the

ground, and, without considering the depth, rushed into the
water, where he was over head and ears the second step that he
made, His sister’s screams alarmed the servant, who ran to
his assistance : but before he got to the place, the boy had reach-
ed a shallower part of the pool, and, though staggering from
his first plunge, had saved both linnets, which he held carefully
above the water, and landed safely on the opposite bank., He
returned to his sister by a ford below, and, presenting her the
birds, flung his arms round her neck, and blubbering, asked her
if she would now forgive his unkindness.

Such were the minds which Annesly’s tuition was-to form.
To repress the warmth of temerity, without extinguishing the
generous principles from which it arose, and to give firmness to
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sensibility where it bordered on weakness, without searing its
feelings where they led to virtue, was the task he had marked
out for his industry to accomplish. He owned that his plan was
frequently interrupted on both sides by the tenderness of paternal
affection ; but he accustomed himself to remember, that for his
children he was accountable to God and their country. Nor
was the situation I have described without difficulties, from the
delicacy of preventing inclinations in the extreme, which were
laudable in degree ; “but here also,” said Annesly, it is to be
remembered, that no evil is so pernicious as that which grows
in the soil from which good should have sprung.”

CHAPTER 1IV. .
A very brief account of their education.

AxNESLY was not only the superintendent of his children’s
manners, but their master in the several branches of education.
Reading, writing, arithmetic, the elements of mathematics and
geography, with a competent knowledge of the French and
Italian languages, they learned together ; and while Billy was
employed with his father in reading Latin and Greek, his sister
received instruction in the female accomplishments, from a bet-
ter:sort of servant, whom Annesly kept for that purpose, whose
station had once been superior to servitude, and whom he still
tréated more as a companion than a domestic. This instruct-
ress, indeed, she lost when about ten years old ; but the want
was more than supplied by the assistance of another, to wit,
Mrs. Wistanly, who devoted many of her leisire hours to the
daughter of Annesly, whom.she had then' got acquainted with,
and whom reciprocal worth had attached to her with the sincerest
friendship and regard. The dancing-master of a neighborng
town paid them a weekly visit for their instruction in the science
he profeased ; ‘at which time also were held their family concerts,
where Annesly, who was esteemed in his youth a first-rate player
on the violin, used to preside. Billy was an excellent second ;
Mrs. Wistanly or her pupil undertook for the harpsichord, and
the dancing-master played bass as well as he could. He was
not a very capital performer, but he was always very willing ;
and found as much pleasure in his own performance as the best
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of them. Jack Ryland, too, would sometimes join in a catch,
though indeed he had but two, Christ-church-bells, and Jack,
thow'rt a toper ; and Annesly alleged that he was often out in
the last ; but Jack would never allow it.

Besides these, there were certain evenings appropriated to
exercises of the mind. ¢ It is not enough,” said Annesly, « to
put weapons into those hands which have been never taught the
use of them : the reading we recommend to youth will store
their minds with intelligence, if they attend to it properly ; but
to go a little farther, we must accustom them to apply it, we
must teach them the art of comparing the ideas with which it has
furnished them.” In this view, it was the practice, at those
stated times I have mentioned, for Billy, or his sister, to read a
select passage of some classical author, on whose relations they
delivered opinions, or on whose sentiments they offered a com-
ment. Never was seen more satisfaction on a countenance,
than used to enlighten their father’s, at the delivery of those ob-
servations which his little philosophers were accustomed to make.
Indeed there could scarcely, even to a stranger, be a more pleas-
ing exhibition ; their very errors were delightful, because they
were the errors of benevolence, generosity and virtue.

As punishments are necessary in all societies, Annesly was
obliged to invent some for the regulation of his ; they consisted
only of certain modifications of disgrace. One of them I shall
mention, because it was exactly opposite to the practice of most
of our schools : while there, offences are punished by doubling
the task of the scholar ; with Annesly the getting of a lesson, or
performing of an exercise, was a privilege of which a forfeiture
was incurred by misbehaviour ; to teach his children, that he
offered them instruction as a favor, instead of pressingitasa
hardship. ¢

Billy had a small part of his father’s garden allotted him for
his peculiar property, in which he wrought himself, being fur-
nished with no other assistance from the gardener than directions
how to manage it, and parcels of the seeds which they enabled
him to sow. When he had brought these to maturity, his father
purchased the produce. Billy, with part of the purchase money
was to lay in the stores necessary for his future industry, and
the overplus he had the liberty of bestowing on charitable uses
in the village. The same institution prevailed as to his sistex’s
needlework, or embroidery : « For it is necessary,” said An-
nesly, “ to give an idea of property, but let it not be separated
from the idea of beneficence.” .

Sometimes, when these sums were traced to their disburse-
ments, it was found that Harriet’s money did not always reach
the village, but wes intercepted by the piteous recital of a wan-
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dering beggar by the way ; and that Billy used to appropriate
part of his to purposes not purely eleemosynary ; as, when he
once parted with two-thirds of his revenue, to reward a little boy
for beating a big one, who had killed his tame sparrow; or
another time, when he went the blameable length of comforting
with a shilling a lad who had been ducked in a horsepond, for

robbing the orchard of a miser. :

It was chiefly in this manner of instilling sentiments, (as
m the case of the charitable establishment I have mentioned,)
by leading insemsibly to the practice of virtue, rather than by
downright precept, that Annesly proceeded with his children ;
for it was his maxim, that the heart must feel, as well as the
judgment be convinced, before the principles we mean to teach
can be of habitual service ; and that the mind will always be more
strongly impressed with ideas which it is led to form of itself
than with those which it passively receives from another. When,
at any time, he delivered instructions, they were always clothed
in the garb rather of advices from a friend, than lectures from a
father ; and were listened to with the warmth of friendship, as
well as the humility of veneration. It is in truth somewhat sur-
prising how little intimacy subsists between parents and their
children, especially of our sex; a circumstance which must
operate, in conjunction with their natural partiality, to keep the
former in ignorance of the genius and disposition of the latter.

Besides all this, his children had the general advantage of a
father’s example. They saw the virtues he inculcated attended
by all the consequences in himself, which he had promised them
as their reward. Piety in him was recompensed by peace
of mind, benevolence by self-satisfaction, and integrity by the
blessings of a good conscience. ’

But the time at last arrived when his son was to leave those
instructions, and that example, for the walks of more public life.
As he was intended, or, more properly speaking, seemed to have
an inclination for a learned profession, his father sent him, in his
twentieth year, to receive the finishings of education necessary
for that purpose, at one of the universities. Yet he had not, I
have heard him say, the most favorable opinion of the general
course of education there ; but he knew, that a young man might
there have an opportunity of acquiring much knowledge, if he
were inclined to it ; and that good principles might preserve him
uncorrupted, even amidst the dangers of some surrounding dis-
sipation. Besides, he had an additional inducement to this plan,
from the repeated request of a distant relation, who filled an
office of some consequence at Oxford, and had expressed a
very earnest desire to have his young kinsman sent thither. and
placed under his own immediate inspection.
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Before he set out for that place, Annesly,though he bad «
sufficient confidence in his son, yet thonght it not improper to
mark out to him some of those errors to which the inexperienced
are liable. He was not wont, as I have before observed, to
press instruction upon his children ; but the young man himself
seemed to expect it, with the solicitude of one who ventured, not
without anxiety, to leave that road, where the hand of a parent
and friend had hitherto guided him in happiness and safety.
The substance of what he delivered to his son and daughter (for
she too was an auditor of his discourses) I have endeavored to
collect from some of the papers Mrs. Wistanly put into my
hands, and to arrange, as far as it seemed arrangeable, in the
two following chapters. . -

It will not, however, after all, have a perfectly connected ap-
pearance, because, I imagine it was delivered at different times,
as occasion invited, or leisure allowed him: but its tendency
appeared to be such, that even under these disadvantages, I
could not forbear inserting it.

——

CHAPTER V.

Parentalinstructions.—Of suspicion and confidence.—Ridicule.—Religion.~
True pleasure.—Caution to the female sex.

You are now leaving us, my son, said Annesly, to make your
entrance into the world ; for though, from the pale of a college, .
" the bustle of ambition, the plodding of business, and the tinsel
of gayety, are supposed to be excluded; yet as it is the place
where the persons that are to perform in these several characters
often put on the dresses of each, there will not be wanting, even
there, those qualities that distinguish in all. I will not shock
your imagination, with the picture which some men, retired from
its influence, have drawn of the world ; nor warn you against
enormities, into which, I should .equally affront your understand-
ing and your feelings, did I suppose you capable of falling,
Neither would I arm you with that suspicious caution which
young men are sometimes advised to put on ; they who always
suspect will often be mistaken, and never be happy. Yet there
is a wide distinction between the confidence which hecomes a
man, and the simplicity that disgraces a fool ; he who never
trusts is a niggard of his soul, who starves himself, and by whom
%0 other is enriched ; but he who gives every one his confidence
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and every one hig praise, squanders the fund that should serve
for the encouragement of integrity, and the rewerd of excellence.
. In the circles of the world, your notice may be frequently
attracted ‘by objects glafing, not useful ; and yeur attachment
won to characters whose gusfaces ere showy, without intrinsic
value : In such circunistances, be carefat ot always to impute
knowledge to the appearance of ncuteness, or give credit to
epinions according to the confidence with which they aze urged,
In the more impartant articles of belief or conviction, let not the
flow of ridicule be rhistaken for the force of argument. = Nothing
is 80 easy as to excite a laugh at that time of life, when serious-
ness is held to be an ipcapagity of enjoying it ; and no wit go
{utile, or so dangerogus, as that which is drawn from the perverted
attitudes of what 1s in itself momentouys. There are.in most
societies a set of s¢lf-important.young. men, who borrew cense-
quence from singularity, and :take precedengy in wisdom frém
the unfeeling; use of the ludicrous: this is at best a shallow
quality ;, in objects of eternal moment, it is poisonous to, society.
I will not now,.nor could youy then, stand forth armed at all points

to repel the attacks which they may'make on the great principles.

of your belief; but let one suggestion suffice, exclusive of all
internal evidence, or exirinsic proof of revelation. He who
would underming thqse foupdations upon. which the fabric of our
future hope i repred, seeks ta beat down that column which
guppqrts the feeblgness of. humapity :—Ilet. him but think & mo-
ment, and his heart will ajrest the cruelty of his purpose ;—
would he pluck its little treasure from the bosom of poverty !
Would he wrést ity crutch from’the hand of age, and remove
?!9?1.&19,.ey;q.p.f.',agiq;.ipn;she only golace of its woe? The way
we tread 18 rugged at best; we tread it, however, lighter by the
prospect .of ﬁnl@%.«b@ttﬁ.r counfry to which we trust it will lead ;
tell ug pot that it .

break off in some wild, which fancy may fill up a2 she pleases,
byt reasen is unable to delineate ;, quench. not that heam which,

will end in the, gulf of  eternal dissolytion,. or -

?&ml,dft the night, of this evil world has cheered the despondency.
ill-req

of ill-requited Wworth,, and iHumined the darkness of suffering
.. The twa great movements of the soul, which the moulder of
our frames has placed in them, for. the incitement of virtue and
the prevention of yvice, are the desire of horor and the fear of.
shame ; but the perversjon of these qualities, which the refine
inent of society is pecliarly unhappy in making, has drawn the',
nflpénce from -the_ standard of morality, to the banners of ie

posite ;_into the first step on which a young man ventures i
ose, paths which the cautions of wisdom have warned him to

~

avoid, he is commonly 'pushed't;,y the fear of that ridicule which
. 1 -
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he has seen levelled at simplicity, and the desire of that applause
which the spirit of the profligate has enabled him to acquire.

Pleasure is in truth subservient to Lirtu‘e. When the first is
pursued without those restraints which the last would impose,
every infringement we make on them lessens the enjoyment we
mean to attain ; and nature is thus wiSe in our construction, that
when we would be blessed beyond the pale of reason, we are
blessed imperfectly. It is not by the roar of riot, or the shout
of the bacchanal, that we are to measure the degree of pleasure
which he feels ; the grossness of the sense he gratifies is equally
unsusceptible of the enjoyment, as it is deaf to the voice of rea-
son, and obdurated by the repetition of debauch, is incapable of
that delight; which the finer sensations produce, which thrills in
the bosom of delicacy and virtue. ‘

Libertines have said, my Harriet, that the smiles of your sex
attend them, and that the pride of conquest, where conquest is
difficult, overcomes the fear of disgrace and defeat. I hope
there is less truth in this remark than is' generally imagined ; let
it be my Harriet’s belief that it cannct be true for the honor of
her sex; let it be her care that, for her own honor, it may be
false as to her. Look on those men, my child, even in their
gayest and most alluring garb, as oreatures dangerous to' the
peace, and destructive of the welfare, of society ; look on them
as you would look on a beautiful serpent, whose mischief we
may not forget while we admire the beauties of its skin. I
marvel, indeed, how the pride of the fair can allow them to
show a partiality to him who regards them as ‘being merely sub-
servient to his pleasure, in whose opinion they have lost all that
dignity which excites reverence, and that excellence which
creates esteem. ' e

Be accustomed, my love, to think respectfully of yourself’; it
is the error of the.gay world to place your sex in a station some-
what unworthy of a reasonable creature; and the individuals of
ours, who address themselves to you, think it a necessary ingre-
dient in their discourse, that it should want every solid property
with which sense and understanding would invest it. The
character of a female pedant is undoubtedly disgusting ; but it
is much less common than that of a trifling or an ignorant wo-
man; the intercourse of the sex is, in this respect, advantageous,
that each has a desire to please, mingled with a certain deference
for the other; let not this purpose be lost on one side, by its being
supposed, that, to please yours, we must speak something, in
which fashion has sanctified folly, and ease lent her garb to
insignificance., In general, it should never be forgotten, that,
though life has its venial trifles, yet they cease to be innocent
when they encroach upon its important concerns ; the mind that
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is uften employed about little things, will be rendered unfit for
any serious exertion; and, though temporary relaxations may
recruit its strength, habitual vacancy will destroy it.

CHAPTER VI

In continuation.—Of knowl ge.—Knowleage of the world.—Politeness.~
S Honor.—Another rule of action suggested. )

- As the mind may be weakened by the pursuit of trivial matters,
80 its strength may be misled in deeper-investigations.

It is a capital error in the pursuit of knowledge, to' suppose
that we are never to believe what we cannot account for. There
is no reason why we should not attempt to understand every
thing ; but to own, In some instances, our limited knowledge, is
a piece of modesty in which lies the truest wisdom. :

"Let it be our care that our effort in its tendency is useful, and
our effort need not be repressed; for he who attempts the
mpossible, will often achieve the extremely difficult ; but the
pride of knowledge often labors to gain what, if gaimed, would
be useless, and wastes exertion upon objects that bave been left
unattained from their futility. Men possessed of this desire you
may perhaps find, my son, in that seat of science whither you
are going; but remember, that what claims our wonder does
not always mrerit our regard ; and in knowledge and philosophy"
be caréful to distinguish, that the purpose of research should. .
ever be fixed on making simple what is abstruse, not abstruse -
what is simple; and that difficulty in acquisition will no more
sarictify its inexpediency, than the art of tumblers, who have
learned to stand on their heads, will prove that to be the proper
posture for man. ‘
- There is a pedantry in being master of paradoxes contrary tc
the common opinions of mankind, which is equally disgusting to
the illiterate and the learned. “The peasant' who enjoys the
beauty of the tulip is equally delighted with' the philosopher,
though he knows not the powers of the rays from which its
colors are derived; and the boy who strikes a ball with his -
racket is as certain whither it will be driven by the blow, as if
he were perféctly versant in the dispute about matter and motion.
Vanity of our knowledge is generally found in the first stages of
its acquirement, because we are then looking back to that rank '
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' e have left, of such as know nothing at all. Greater advan-
; tages cure us of this, by pointing our view to thosé above us
1 and when we, teach the summit, we begin to discover, that humag
" knowledge is so imperfect, as not to warrant any vanity upon it.
In particular arts, beware of that affectation of speaking tech-
nically, by which ignorance is often disguised, and knowledge
disgraced. They who are really skilful in the principles of
science, will acquire the veneration only of shallow-minds by
talking scientifically ; for to simplify expression is always the
effect of the deepest knowledge and-the clearest discernment.
On the other hand, there may be many who possess taste,
though they have not attained skill ; who, if they will be con«
tented with the expression of their awn feelings, without labor-
ing to keep up the borrowed phrase of erudition, will have their
opinion respected by all whose euffrages are. worthy of being
gained. The music, the painting, the peetry of the.passions, is
the property of every one who has a heart to be- moved ; and
though there may be particular modes of excellence which
natiopal or temporary fashions create, yet that standard w1[l
ever rewnain which alone is common to all,

The ostentation of learning is indeed always dlsguitmg in the
itercourse of society; for even the benefit of instruction re-
cewed cannot ‘allay the consciousness of inferiority, and re-
markable parte more frequently attract admiration than procure
esteem.. To bring forth knowledge ‘agreeably; as well as use-
fully, is perhaps very difficult for those who have attained it in
the secluded walks of study and speculation, and is an art
seldom found but in men who have likewise acquu'ed some
knowledge of the world. -

I would, however, distinguish between that knowledge of the

world that fits us for intercqurse with the better part of mankind,
and that whlch we gain by associating with the worst.

But there is a certain learned rust, which men as well as
metals acquire’; it is, simply, speaking, a blemish in both ; the
social feelings grow callous from disuse, and we lose that- spring
.of little affections, which sweeten the cup of life s we drink it.

. Even the ceremenial of the world, shallow as it may appear,
is not without its use ; it may indeed take from the warmth of
friendship, but it covers the' coldness of .indifference ; and if it
has repressed the genuine overﬂowmgs of - kmdness, it has
smothered the turbulence of passion and animosity. :

. Politeness taught as an art is ridiculous ; as the expxessmu of
liberal sentiment and courteous. mapners, it is truly valuable
There is a politéness of the heart which is confined to no rank,
and dependant upon no education : the desire of obliging,. hlch
& man possessed of this quality will universally. show,- aeldom
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fails of pleasing, though his style may differ from thatiof modern
refinement. 1 knew a man in London of the gentlest mammers;
and of the most wmmng .deportment, whose .eye .was ' ever
btightened with the amile of goodhumor, and whose.voice was
mellowed with the-tones of comphcamy«cndtha men was a
hlacksmlth

- "The falsehood of politéness is oﬁen pleaded for, as unavoida-
ble in the commerce of mankind ;- yet I would Inwc it as little
indulged as possible. There is-a frankness without rusticity;
an openness of manner prompted by goed-humor, but guided by
delicacy, ‘which some: dre happy enough to possess,.that en-
gages every wortlly nman, and gives not offence even to those
whose good opinion, though of little estimation, n is the busi-
ness of - prudence not wantonly to lose.

The circles of the gay, my chjldren, would s;mle t0 hear me
talk of qualities which my retired manner of life has allowed me
so little opportynity of observing’; but true good-breeding is not
confined within: those bounds to which their pedantey (if I may
use the expression) would restrict it ; true good-breeding is the
sister of pmnthropy, with feelings perhaps not so serious or
tender, but equally inspired by a fineness of soul, and open to
the impressions of social affection. .

As politéness is the nile of the world’s manuers, so has lt
erected Honor the-standard of its morality ; but its dictates too
frequently depart from wisdom with respeot to outselves, from

justice and humanity with respect to others. Gemuine honor
1s undoubtedly-the offspring of both ; but there has arisen ‘a
counterfeit, who, as he is more boastful and showy, has more
aftracted the notice of gayety and grandeur. Generosity and
courage are ‘the virtues he boasts of possessing; but his gene-
rosity is a fool, and his courage a murderer. .

The punctilios, indeed, on which he depends, for his own
peace and the peace of society, are so ridiculous in the eye of
reaso, that it is not a little surprising, how so many millions of
reasonable beings should: have sanctified them with their mutual
consent and acquiescence: that they should have agreed to
surround the seats of friendship, and the table of festivity, with
8o many thorns of inquietude and snares of destruction.

You will probably hear, my son, very frequent applause be-
stowed on men of nice and jealous honor, who suffer not the
smallest affront to pass unquestioned or unrevenged ; but do not
imagine that the character which is most sacredly guarded, is
always the most unsullied in reality, nor allow yourself to envy
a reputation for that sort of valor which supports it. Think how
easily that man must pass his time, who sits like a spider in the
midst of his feeling web, ready to catch the minutest occasion

17*
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for quarrel arid resentment. There is often more real pusila.
nimity im the mind-that starts into opposition where none is .
necessary, than m him who overlooks the wanderings of some
unguarded act or expression, as not of consequence enough to
challenge. indignation or revenge. I am aware, that the young
and high-spirited will say, that men can only judge of actions,
and that they will hold as.cowardice, the blindness I would re-
commend to. affront or provocation ; but there is a steady cool-
ness and possession of ome's self, which this principle will com-
monly bestow, equally remote from the weakness of fear, and
the discompesure of anger, which gives to its possesser a station
that seldom fails of commanding respect, even from the ferocious
votaries of sanguinary.Honor. ‘

But some principle is required to draw a line of action, above
the mere precepts of moral equity,

“Beyond the fixt and settled rules ;”

and for this purpose is instituted the motive of Honor :—there is
another at hand, which the substitution of this phantom too often
destroys—it is Conscience—whose voice, were it not stifled,
(sometimes by this very false and spurious Honor) would lead
directly to that liberal construction of the rules of morality which
is here contended for. Let my children never suffer this monitor
to speak unheeded, nor drown its whispers, amidst the din of
pleasure or the bustle of life. . Consider it as the representative
of that power -who spake the soul inte being, and in whose dis-
posal existence is! To listen, therefore, to his unwritten law
which he promulgates by its voice, has every sanction which his
.authority can give. It were enough to say that we are mortal :
but the argument is irresistible, when we remember our im-
mortality. .

\
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- cﬁmrmi- VIL
Intndnemg a.now md apml character.

I'r wes thus the good man_ mstmcted bis clnldren.

But, behold ! the enemy came in the night, aud sawed tares !

Such an enemy had the harmless family of which Annesly was
the head. It is ever to be regretted, that mischief is seldom so
weak but that worth may be stung by it : in the present instance,

‘bowever, it was supported by talents mwisapplied, and ingenuity

perverted.

Sir Thomas Sindall emoyed an estate of 5000l a year in
Annesly’s parish. . His father left him when but a child, pos-
sessed of an_ estate to the amount we have just mentioned, and
of a very large sum of money besides, which his economy had
saved hum from its produce. His mother, though a very good
woman, was a very bad parent ; she loved her son, as too many
mothers .do, with that instinctiye affection which pature has be-
stowed on the, lowest rank of creatures. She loved him as her
gon, though he inberited none of her virtues ; and because she
happened to have no other child, she reared this in such a man-
ner as was most likely to prevent the comfort he might have
afforded herself, and the usefulness of which he might have been -
to socnety In _short, he did what be liked, at first, because his
spirit should nat be confined too.eady ; a.nd afterwards he did
what he liked, because it was passed being confined at all,

But his temper was not altogether of that fiery kind, which
some young men so circumstanced, and so educated, are poss
sessed of. There was a degree of prudence which grew up
with him from a boy, that tempered the spllies of passion, to
make its object more sure in the acquisition.. .When at school,
he was a)ways the conductor of mischief, though he did not often
participate in its execution : and his carriage to his master was
such, that he was a favorite without any abilities as a scholar,
and acquired a character for regularity, while his associates were
daily flogged for transgressions which he had guided in their
progress, and enjoyed the fruits of in their completion. There
sometimes arose suspicions of the reality ; but even those who
discovered them mingled a certain degree of praise with their
censure, and prophesied.that he would be a man of the world.

As he advanced in life, he fashioned his behaviour to the dif-
ferent humors of the gentlemen in the neighborhood ; he hunted
with the “oxbunters through the day, and drank with them in the
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evening. With these he diverted himself at the expense of the
sober prigs, as he termed them, who lookgd after the improve-
ment of their estates when it was fair, and read a book within
doors when it rained ; .and to-mormow he talked on farming with
this latter class, and ridiculed the huntmg phrases, and boisterous
wirth of his yesterday’s companions. - They were well pleased
to laugh at one another, while he laughed in his sleeve at both.
This was sometimes discovered, and people were going to be
angry—but somebody said in excuse, that Sindall was @ man,
of the world:

- While the Oxford terms lasted, (1o which plaee 'be had goné
in the course of modern-education) there were frequent reports
in the country of the dissipated life he led ; it was even said that
he had disappeared from college for six weeks together, during
which time ke was suspected of having taken a tnp to London
with another man's wife; this was only mentioned in a whisper ;
it was loudly denied ; people doubted at first, and shortly for-
gotit. Some little extravagances, they said, he might bave been
guilty of.: It was impossible for a man of two-and-twenty to
seclude himself altogether from oompany, ‘and you could not
look for the temperance of & hermit in a young baronet of 50004
a-year. It is indispensable for such a man fo eome forth into
life a little ; with 5000l a year, one must bé a man of the world.
- His ﬁrst tutor, whose leﬁrmng waas as extensive as- his men
ners were pure, left him in disgust ;- sober people wondered at
this ; but he was soon provided with another with whom he had
got acqualnted at Oxford; one whom every body declared to be
much fitter for the tuition of young Sindall, bemg, like his pupll,
a man of the warld.

© But though his extravagance in’squandering meney, under

the tuition of this gentleman, was frequently’ complained of, yot
it was found that he was not altogether thoughtless of its acqui-
sition. - Upon the sale of an estate in his' neighborhood, it was
discovered, that a very advantageous mortgage, which hnd steod
in the name of another, had been really transacted for the benefit
. of young Sindall. His prudent friends plumed themselves upon
this intelligence ; and, according to their use of the phtase, be-
gan to hope, that, after sowing his wild oats, Sir Thomas would
turn out a man of the world. R

I ]

\
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o GHAPTER THI oo N
The fooﬁng on which h'e mod w:th Anues!y md his fnml'y

Tnoucn such a mam a8 we frave. déscribed might- be reckoned
. yahuble acquamtancevby many, he wes otherwise reckoned
by Annesly : he had heard enéugh (though he had heard bat
part) ofhis charaéter, to consider hint 4s a dangerousd neighbor;
but'it was impossible to avoid sometimies se¢ing him, from whose
father hre had got the Kving which he now occupied. There is no
tax soheavy on a Tittle man, as an acquaintance with a ‘great one.
Annesly had found «this in the lifetime of Sir William Sindull,
‘He was one of those whom -the general voice pronounces to be
a good sort of man, under which denominatien I never look for

_ much sense; or much delicacy. In fact,’ the baronet possessed

‘but little ‘of either ; heé lived hospitably for his own suke, as well
‘as that of his guests, because he liked a gobd dinner and a bottle
‘of wine dfter it; and in one part-of hospitality he excelled, which
was, the facul'ty of making -every body drunk -that had not en-
‘common fortitude to withstand his -attacks.. Annesly’s cloth
protected him from'this- last inconvenience ; but it ofteri drew
from Sir William'a set'of jests,which his* memory had enabled
him to retain, and had passed through' the heirs of -his family,
‘like their estate, down' from the days of* that ‘mionareh"of face-
‘tious memory, Charles the Second.” - °

Though to a man of Annesly’s delicacy a]l this could not but
‘be highly disagreeable, yet gratitude made him Sir William’s

" guest oftén enough, to show that he had not forgot that -at-
" tention which his past favors demranded 5 and Sir William re-

collected themn from another motive ;. to wit, that they Zave a
ganction to those liberties he sometimes used with him who

_had received them. This might have been held sufficient to

have cancelled the obligation ; but Annesly was not wont to
be directed by the easiest rules of virtue ; the impression still

" remdined, and it'even descended to the son after the death of

the father.

Sindall, therefore, was a frequent guest at his house; and,
though it might have been imagined, that the dlssupated mind
of a young man of his fortune would have found but little delight
in Annesly’s humble shed, yet he seemed to enjoy his simplicity
with the highest relish ; he possessed indeed that pliancy of
dispositioa that could wonderfully accommodate himself to the
humor of every one around him ; and he so managet matters in
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his visits to Annesly, that this last began to imagine the reports
he had heard concerning him, to be either entirely false, or at
least aggravated much beyond truth.

From what 1gotive seever Sindall began these visits, he soon
discovered a very strong inducement to continue them. Harriet
Annesly was now arrived at the size, if not the age, of woman-
hood ; and possessed an uncommon degree of beauty and ele-

of form. Iunher face, joived to the most perfect symmetry
*of features, was & melting expression, suited to that semsibility
of soul we have mentiomed her to be endowed with. In her
person, rather above the common size, she exhibited a degree
of ease and gracefulness which nature alone bad given, and art
was not allowed to diminish. Upon such a woman Sindall could
not look with indifference ; cmr according to his principles of
libertiniam, he had marked her as a prey, which his situation
gave him opportunities of pursuing, and which one day he could
pot fail to possess. ) ) )

In the course of his acquaintance, he began to discover, that
the softness of her soul was distant from simplicity, and that
much art would be necessary to overcome a virtue, which the
band of a pareat had carefully fortified. He assumed, therefore,
the semblance of those tender feelings, which were most likely
to gain the esteem of the daughter, while he talked with.that ap-
pearance of cander and principle, which he thought necessary
to procure.him the confidence of the father. He would fre-
quently confess, with & sigh, that his youth had been sometimes
unwarnly drawn inte error; then grasp Annesly’s hand, and,
locking earnestly in his face, beg him to strengthen by his coun-
sel the good resolutions which, he thanked Heaven, he had been
enabled to make. Upon the whole, he continued to gain such
a degree of estimation with the family, that the young folks
spoke of -his seeming good qualities with pleasure, and their
father mentioned his supposed foibles with regret. . :
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CHAPTER IX.

Young Annesly goes to Oxford—The friendship of Sindall.—Its
. . consequences,

" Uron its being determined that young Anuesly should go to
Q<ford, Sir Thomas showed him remarkable kindness and at-
seution, He conducted him thither in his own carriage ; and
@n his kinsmaun, to whose charge he was committed, bappened
accidentally to be for some time unable to assign him an apart
ment in his house, Sindall quitted his own lodgings to accom-
modate him. To a young man newly launched into fife, re-
moved from the only society he had ever known, to another
composed of strangers, such assiduity of notice.conld not be but
highly pleasing ; and in- his lettera to his fatber, he did not fail
to set forth, in the strongest mapner, the obligations he had
to Sir Thomas. His father, whom years had taught wisdom,
but whose warmth of gratitude they had not diminished, felt
the favor as acutely as his son; nor did the foresight of meaner
souls arise in his breast to abate its acknowledgment. .

The hopes which he had formed of his Billy were not disap-
pointed. He very sqoun distinguished himself in the university
for learning and genius ; and i the correspondence of his kins-
man, were recited daily instances of the notice which his parts
attracted. But his praise wus cold in comparison with Sin-
dall’s; he wrote to Annesly of his young friend’s acquirements
and abilities, in a strain of enthusiastic encomium ; and seemed.
to speak 'the. language of his own enjoyment, at the applause of
othegz'wlﬁch he repeated. It was {)a}’ this side tha?PXnnesly’s
soul was accessible ; for-on this side lay that pride which is the
weakness of all.  Qn this side did Sindall overcome it.

From those very qualities also which he applauded in the son,
he derived the temptation with which be meant to seduce him :
for such was the plan of exquisite- mischief he had formed, be-
sides the common desire of depravity to make proselytes from
innocence, he considered the virtue of the brather as that struc-
ture, on the ruin of which he was to gccomplish the conquest of
the sister’s. He introduced him,, therefore, into the company
of some, of the most artful of his awn associates, who loudly
echoed the praises he lavished on his friend, and showed, or
pretended to show, that value for his acquaintance, which was
the strongest recommendation of their own. The diffidence
which Annesly’s youth and inexperience had at first laid upon
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his mind, they removed by the encouragement which their ap-
probation of his opinions bestowed ; and he found himself
indebted to them both for an ease of delivering his sentiments,
and the reputation which their suffrages conferred upon him..
* Forall this, however, they expected a return; and Annesly
had not fortitude to deny it—an indulgence for some .trivial
irregularities which they now and' then permitted to appear in
their conversation. At first their new acquaintance took no
notice of them at all ; he found that he could not approve, and
it would have hurt him to condemn. - By degreés he began ‘to
allow them his laugh, though his soul was little at ease underthe
gayety which his features assumed ; once or twice, when the
majority against him appeared to be small, he ventured to argue,
though‘m?ﬁa; caution of giving offente, against some of the sen-
timents he heard. Upon these occasions, Sindall artfully joined
hitn in the argument ; but they were always overcoihe. He had
to deal with men who were skilled; by a mere act of the memory,
in all the sophisms which voluptuaries have framed to justify the
unbounded pursuit of pleasure ; and those who had not learning
to argue, liad assurance to laugh. Yet Annesly’s’ conviction
was not changed; but the edge of his abhorrence to vice was
blunted ; and though his virtue kept her post, she found herself
galled.in maintaining it. o ' : N

It was not till some time after, that they ventured to solicit his
participation of their pleasures: and it was not fill after many
solicitations that his innocence was overcome. But the
gress of their victories was rapid after his first defeat; and he
shortly attained the station of experienced vice, and began to
assume a superiotity from the undauntedness with which he
practised it. : ’ . Cor e :

But it was necessary, the while, to deceive that relation under
* whose inspection his father had placed him?3 in truth, it was no
very hard matter to deceive him. He was a man of that ab-
stracted disposition, that is seldom conversant with any thi
around it. Simplicity of manners was, ini him, the effect of an
apathy in his constitution, (increased by constant study) that
was proof against all violence of passion or' desire; and he
thought, if he thought of the matter at all, that all men were like
himself, whose indolence could never be overcome by the plea-
sure of pursuit, or the joys of attiinment. Besides al} thig, Mr.
Lumley, that tutor of Sindal’s whom we have formerly men-
tioned, was a man ‘the best calculated in the world for lulling
his suspicions asleep, if* his nature had ever allowed tliem to
arise. ‘This man, whose parts were of that pliable kind that
easily acquire a superficial knowledge of every thing, possessed
the talent of hypocrisy as deeply as the desire of pleasure ; ‘and
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while in reality he was the most proffigate of men, he had that
command of passion, which never'suffered it to intrude where
he could wish it concealed ; he preserved, in the opinioa of Mr.
Jephson, the gravity of a studious and contemplative character,
which was 8o congenial to his own ; and he would often rise
from a metaphysical discussion with the old gentleman, leaving
him in admiration of the depth of his reading, and the acuteness
of his parts, to join the debauch of Sindall and his dissolute
companions. ' :

By his assistance, therefore, Annesly’s dissipation was effect-
ually screened from the notice of his kingman ; Jephson was
even prevailed on, by false suggestions, to write to the country
continued encomiums on his sobriety and application to stady ;
and the father, who was happy in believing him, inquired no
farther. ‘

CHAPTER X.
‘ _ - Avery gross a'we:ppt is made on Annesly’s honor.
Sixpare having brought the mind of his' proselyte to that

‘confortnity of sentiment to which he had thus abored to reduce
it, ventured to discover to him the passion he lad conceived for
his sister. 'The occasion, however; on which he discovered it,

was such a one as he‘imagined gave him some title to be lis-
tened to. :

Annesly had an allowance settled on him by his father, rather
in truth above what his circumstances .might warrant with pro-
priety ; but as the feelings of the good man’s heart were, in
every virtuous purpose, somewhat beyond the limitations of his
fortune, he inclined rather to ‘pineh himself, than to stop any
channel through which advantage might flaw to his .son ; and-
meant his- education and his manners to be in every respect
liberal and accomplished. . h

But this allowance ill sufficed to gratify the extravagance
which his late connexion had_taught him ; he began very soon
to know a want which he had never hitherto experienced : at
first, this not only limited his pleasures, but began to check the
desire of them, and in some measure served to awaken that
sense of contrition which their rotation had before overcome.
But Sindall took care that he should not be thus left to reflec-
tion ; and as soon as he guessed the cause, prevented its con-

18
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tinvance by an immediate supply, offered, and indeed urged,
with all the open warmth of disinterested friendship. From
being gccustomed to receive, Annesly at last overcame the
shame of agking, and applied repeatedly for sums, under the
denomination of loans, for the payment of which he could only
draw upon contingency. His necessities were the more frequent,
as, amongst other arts.of pleasure which he had lately acqmre¢
that of gaming had not been omitted.

Having one night lost a sum considerably above what he was '

able to pay, to a member of their seciety with whom he was in
no degree of intimacy, he gave him his note payable -the'next
morning, (for this was: the regulated limitation of thelr credit)
though be knew that to-morrow would find him as poor-as to-
night. On these particular occasions, when his hours would
have been so highly irregular, that they could not escape the
censure of Mr. Jephson or his family, he used to pretend, that
for the sake of disentangling some point of study with Sindall
and his tutor,she had passed the night with them at their lodg-

_ ings, and what small portion of it was allowed forsleep he did

actually spend there. After this loss, therefore, he accompanied
Sindall home, and could not, it may. well be supposed, conceal
from him the chagrin it occasioned. 'His friend, as usual, ad-
vanced him money for discharging the debt. Annesly, who
never had had occasion to borrow so much from him before,
expressed his sorrow at the necessity which his honor laid him
under, of accepting so large a sum, “Poh!” answered Sindall,
“tis but a tnife, and what a man must now and then lose to be
thought genteelly of.” « Yes, if his fortune can afford it,” said
the other gloomily. Ay, there’s the rub,” returned his friend,
« that fortune should have coustituted an inequality where nature
made none. How just is the camplamt of Jaffier,

“Tell me why, good Heaven !
Thou mad’st me what I am, with all the spirit,

thoughts, and ele; desires, - “
'I‘lut ﬂfﬂm h%;pust man ; g”tnt

That such should be the lot of my friend, I can regret—-—thanks
to my better stars, I can more than regret it. What is the yalue
of this dross (helding e handful of gold) but to make the situa-
tion of merit level with its deservings? Yet, believe me, there
are wants which riches cannot remove, desires which sometimes
they cannot satisfy ;. even at this moment, your seeming happy
Sindall, in whose lap fortune has poured her blessings, has his
cares, my Annesly, has his inquietudes, which need the hand of
friendship to comfort and to soothe.”

Aanesly, with all the warmth of his nature, insisted on par-
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ing his uneasiness, that if he could not alleviate, he might at
::.:E:ondole with his distreas. R bt

Sindall embraced him. .« I know your friendship,” said he,

- #*and I will put it to the proof. You have a sister, the lovely,
the adorable Harxiet ; she has robbed me of. that. peace which
the smile of fortume cannot restore, as ber.frown has bean unable
to take away! Did .you know the buraing of this bosam |—But
I speak unthinkingly what perhaps wy delicasy should not bave
whispered, even. in the eas of friendship. . Pardon me—the ardor
of a love like mine may he fosgiven some extravagance.”

Annesly’s eyes sufficiently testified: his inward satisfaction at

this discavery ;- but+he recollected the dignity which his. situs-
tion tequi:z and replied calmlyy « that .he preteaded no guid-
- ance of his sister’s inclinations ; that his own gsatitude for Sir
Thomaes's favors he had ever loudly declared ; and that he knew
his: sister felt edough om his.account; to make the introduction
of her brother’s friend a more than usually faverable ene.”

« But my situation,” returned Sindall, ¢ is extremely particu
lar ; you have heard my.opinions on the scere of love often
declared ; and, trust me, they are the genuine sentiments of my
heart. The trammels of form, which the unfeeling custom of
the world has thrown upon the freedom of mutual affection, are
insupportable to that fineness of soul, to which restraint and
happiness are. terms of opposition. . Let my mistress be my
mistress still, with all ‘the privileges of a wife, without a wife’s
indifference, ar ‘a wife’s .disquiet—My fortune, the property of
her and ber friends, but that liberty alone reserved, which is the
strongest bond of the affection she should wish to possess from
me.”—He looked steadfastly in Annesly’s face, which, by this
time; began o assume every mark of resentment and indigna-
tion. He eyed him askant with an affected smile : « You smile, -
8Sir,” said Annesly, wirose breath was stifted by the swelling of
his heart—Sindall laughed aloud : I am a wretched hypoerite,”
said he, <“.and could contain myself no longer.” ¢ 8o you were
but in jest, it seems;” replied the other, settling his features into
a dry composure. * My dear.Arnesly,” returned he, ¢ had you
but seen the countemance this trial of mine gave you ; it would
have made a picture worthy of the gailery of Florence. I wanted
to have a-perfect idea of surprise, indi%nation, struggling friend-
ship, and swelling honor, and I think I succeeded—But I keep
you from your regt—Good nigit.”—And he walked out of the
room. . . N - . '

Annesly had folt too much to be able to resign himself |
speedily to rest. He could not but think this joke of his friend
rather a serious one; yet he had seen him sometimes.carry thie
species of wit to a very extraordinary length ; but the indelicacy
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of the present instance was not easily to be accounted for—he
doubted, believed, was angry and pacified by turns ; the remem-
brance of his favors avese ; they arose at first-in a form that
added to the malignity of the offence ; then the:series in which
they had been bestowed, seemed to plead on the other side. At
last, when worn by the fighting of contrary emotions, he léoked
forward to the eonsequences of‘a rupture with Sindall ; the plea-
sures of that society of which be was the leader, the habitual tie
which it bad get on Annesly’s soul, prevailed ; for he hed by this
time lost that satisfaction which was wont to flow from himself.
He shat hie mind agaiost the suggestions of any.further suspi-
-cion, and, with that winking cowardice, which many mistake for
resolution, was resolved to trust him for bis' friend, whom it
would have hurt him- to consider as an enewny.

Sindall, on the other hand, diecovered that thre youth was not
so entirely at his disposal as he had inagined him ; and that
though he was proselyte enough to be wicked ;. he must be led
a little farther to be useful. SR . -

[SUEELAN

CHAPTER XL

Annesly gives farther proofs of deph ity of manners.—The effect it has
osl_) mﬂm«, and the consequences regard to his conncxion with
A 7 . ’ N . .

To continue that train of dissipation in. which their pupil had
been initiated, was the busimess. of Sindall and his associates.
Though they contrived, as we have before mentioned, to escape
the immediate notice of Mr. Jephson ; yet the eyes of others
could net be so easily blinded ; the behaviourof Annesly bégan
to be talked of for its irregularity, and the more so, for the
change which it bad undergone from that simplicity of manners
which he had brought with him to Oxford, And some one,
whether from regard to him, or what other motive, I know nat, -
mfonsed his kinsman of what every one but his kinsman sus-
pecte . . .o .

Upon this information, he gave the young-man & lecture in
the usual terms of admonition ; but an effort was always painful
to him, even where the office was more agreedble than that of
reproof. He had recourse, therefore, to the assistance of his fel-
low philosopher Mr. Lusiey, whom he informed of the accounts
be had received of Annesly’s imprudence, and entreated to take
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‘the proper measures, from his influence with the young gentle-
man, to make: him sensible of the impropriety of: his past ¢ con-
-duet, and to prevent ity continuance fo¢ the future:

Lumiey expressed his surprige at this intélligence with unpar-
‘alleled command of features ; regretted the:too prevailing dis-
‘sipation of youth, affected to doubt the truth ‘of the accusation,
but promised, at the same time, to make the proper inquiries into
the fact, and take the most prudent method of preventing d con-
sequence so dangerous, as that of drawing from the road of his
daty, ene whom he beliéved to be possessed of ' so many good
qualities as Mr. Annesly.- = - : :

- Whether ‘Mr. Lumley employed his tdlents towards Yis refor-
mation, or degeneracy; it-is certain that Annesly's condact be-
trayed many merk$ of the latter. At last, in anhour of intoxi-
cation, having engaged in a quarrel with one of his companions,
it produced consequences so ‘notorious, that the -proctor could
not fail to take notice of it ; and that officer of the university,
havmo' mtérposed his authomy, in a manner which the humor of
Annesly, inflammable as it then was, could not brook, he broke
forth into some extravagances so personally offensive, that when
the matier came to be canvassed, nothing short of expulsnon was
talked of as a punishment for-the offence.

It was then that Mr. Jephson first informed his father of thbse
irregularities which his son had beéen guilty of. His' father, in-
deed, from the discontinuance of that gentleman’s correspond-
ence much beyond' the usual time, had begun'te mrake some .
unfavorable conjectures ; but he accounted for this neglect from
many different causes; and when once his ingenuity had taken
that -side of the argumeut, it quickly found means to convince
him, that his kmsman’s sﬂence could not be |mputed to any fauft
of his son.

It was at the close of one of their solitary meals thit this ac-
courit of Jephson’s happened to reach Annesly and his daughter.
Harriet never forgot her Billy’s-health, and she had now filled
her father’s glass to' the accustomed” pledge, wheh the servant
brought them a letter with the Oxford mark on it. Read it, my
love, said Annesly with a smile, while he bégan to blame his -
suspicions at the silence of his kinsman. Harriet began reading
accordingly, but she had scarce got*through the first: sentence,
when the matter it contained rendered her voice inarticulate.
Her father took the letter out of her hand, and after perusing it,
he put it in his pocket, keeping up a look of composure amidst
the anguish with which his heart was wrung. ¢Alas!’ said
Harriet, % what has my brother done 1” He préssed her invol-
untanly to his bosom, and it was then that he could not restrain
his tears—s¢ Your brother; my love, has forgotten the. punty

18*
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which here is happimess, and 1 fear has ill exchanged it for what
the world calls pleasure; but this is the first of his wanderingas,
and we will endeavor to call him beck into the path he has left.
.Reach me the pen, ink, and paper, my. love.,”—«1I will go,”
said whe, sobbing, “and pray for him the while.” Annesly sat
down to write.—# My dearest boy !”~—’twas a movement grown
mechanical to his pen—he dashed through the words, and a tear
fell on the place ;—ye know not, ye who revel in the wantonness
of dissipation, and scoff at the solicitude of parcutal affection !
ye know nat the agony of such a tear; else—-ye are men, and
it were beyond the depravity of nature. - .

It.was not till after more than one blotted senwl that he was
able to write, what the man might claim, and the parént sheuld
approve. The letter which he at last determined to send was
of the following tenor : --

. “ My SoN,—With anguish I write what I trust wxll he read
with contrition. I am not skilled in the language of rebuke,
and it was once my pride to have such a son that I needed’ not
to acquire it. If he has not Jost the feelings by which the silent
sorrows of a father’s heart are understood, I shall have no need
of words to recall him from that conduct by which they aze
caused. In the midst of what he-will now term pleasure, he
may have forgotten the father and the friend ; let this tear with
which my paper is bletted, awaken his remembrance ; it is not
the first I have shed ; but it is the first which flowed from my
affliction mingled with disgrace, Had I been.only weeping for
my-son, I should have found some melancholy comfort to sup-
port me ; while I blush for him.I have no consolation. -

«But the future is yet left to him and to me ; let the repara;-
tion be immediate, as the wrong. was great, thgt the tongue
which speaks of your shame may be stopt with the, information
of .your amendment.” i

He had just finished ‘this Jetter when Hamet entered the
room : “Will my dear papa forgive me,” said she, “if I en-
close a few lines under this cover 7”’—* Forgive you my dear!
it cannot offend me.” She laid ber band on his letter, and
looked as if she would bave said something more ; he pressed
her band in his ; a tear, which had just budded in her eye, now

- dropped to the ground. *You have not been harsh to my Billy;”
. she blushed as she spoke : and her father kissed her cheek as it
blushed. She enclosed the following note to her brother :—

« Did my dearest Billy but know the sorraw which he has

. gwen the most mdulgent of fathers, he could not less than his

Harriet regret the occasion of it.

« But things may be represented worse than they really are—
I am husy at framing excuses, but I will say nothing more on
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‘a subject, which by this time, my brother must hl.ve thought
enough on, .

.%Alas! that you should leave this seat of innocent dehght——
hut men. were made for bustle and, society ; yet we might have
been happy here together: there are in other hearts, wishes which
they call ambition ; mine shrioks at the thought, and would shel-
ter for ever amidst-the sweets. of this humble spot. “Would that
its partner where here o taste them ! .the shrub-walk you mark-
ed out through the little grove, I have been careful to. trim in
your absence—tis wild, melancholy, and thoughtful. It is
there that I think most of my Billy.

- % But at.this. time, besudes his absence, there is another cause
to allay the pleasure which the beauties of nature should bestow.
My dear papa is far from heing well. He has no fixed com-
plaint ; but he looks thin and pale, and his appetite is almost
entirely gone.; yet he will not let me say that he ails. Oh! m
brother! I dare not think more that way. Would you were here to
comt'ort me; in the meantime, emember your ever affectionate

- “Hanmier,”

Anuesly was Just ahout to-dispateh these letters, when he ra-
ceived one expressed in the most sympathizing terms from Sir
Thomas Sindall. That yeung gentleman, after touching, in-the
tenderest manner, on the pain which a_ father must feel for the
errors of his children, administered the only comfort that was
lefl to edminister, by representing, that- young Annesly’s fault
had been exaggerated -much beyond the truth, apd that jt was
entirely owing to the effects of a warm temper, accidentally in-
flamed with liguor, and" proveked by some degree of insolence
in the officer to whom the outrage had been offered. He par-
ticularly regretted that bis present dispositions towards sobriety
had prevented him from being present at that-meeting, in which
case, he said, he was pretty certain this unlucky affair had never
happened ; that, as it was, the only thing left for his friendship
to do, was to amend what it had -not lain within his power to
prevent ; and he begged, as a testimony of the old geotleman’s

regard, that he might honor him so far as to.commit to him the .

cars of setting mattess o rights with.regard to the character of
his son, which he heped to be soon able.effectually to restore.
The earliest. consolation which a man.receives after any ca-
lamity, is hallowed for ever in his regard, as a benighted travel-
Jer'caressea the dog, whoge barking first announced him to be
near the habitations of men ; it was so with Annesly, his un-
suspecting heart overflowed wnh gratitude towards this friend
of his son, and he now grew lavish of his confidence towards
him, in proportion as he recollected havmg once (m his present
opinion unjustly) denied it. . .

v
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He returned, therefore, an answer to Sir Thomas, with ol
those genuine expressions of acknowledgment, which the honest
emotions of his soul could dictate. He accepted, as the gréat-
est obligation, that concern which he took in the ‘welfare of -his
son, and cheerfully reposed on his care the trust which his friend- .
‘ship desired ; and, as 4 proof of it, he enclosed to him the letter
he had wrote to William, to be delivered at what ‘time, and er
forced in what manner, his prudence should suggest. -

et t——

CHAPTER XIL

The plan which Sindall forms for obliterating the stain which the character
of his friend hd safiered. - - :
S1r Thomms did accordingly deliver this letter of Annesly’s
1o his son; and as the penitence which the young man then felt
for his recent offence, made the assumption of a character of
sobriety proper, he accompanied this paternel -remonstrance
‘with advices of his own, dictated alike by friendship and pro-
dence. N -
They were at this time, indeed, but little- necessary ; in the
interval between the paroxysms of pleasure and dissipation, the
genuine feellngs of his nature had time to arise : and, awaken-
ed as they now were by the letters of his father and sister, their
voice was irresistible. He kissed the signature of their names
a thousand times, and, weeping on BSindall’s neck, imprecated
the wrath of Heaven ont his own head, that could thus hedp af-
fliction 'on the age of the best of parents. :
He expressed at the same time his intention of leaving Ox-
ford, and returning home, as an immediate instance-of his desire
of reformation.  Sir Thomas; though. he gave all the praise to
this purpose which its filial piety deserved, yet doubted the pro-
priety of putting it in execution. He said, that in the little cir-
cles of the country, Annesly’s penitence would not so imme-
- diately blot out his offenee, but that the weak and the illiberal
would shun the contagion, as it were, of his company, and that
‘he would meet every day with affronts and neglects, which the
sincerity of his repentance ill deserved, and his consciousness
of that sincerity might not easily brook. He told him,)that a
young ‘gentleman, a friend of his, who was just going to set out
on a tour abroad, had but a few days before written to him, de-
sinng his recommendation of somebody, with the manners and
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education of a gentleman, to accompany him on his travels,
and that he believed he could easily procuie that station for his
friend, which would have the double advantage of removing him
from the obloquy to which the late accident had subjected him,
and of i improving him in eyery respect, by the opportunity it
would give of ebserving the laws, customs. and polity of our
neighbers on the continent.
hile the depression. produced by Annesly s_cousciousness

of his offences remained strong upon his wind, this proposal
met with no very warm reception: but, ia proportion as the
comfort and encouragement of his friend. prevailed, the am-
bition which a man :F his age paturally feels to see something
of the warld,. began to.speak in its behalf; he mentioned, how-
ever, the consent of bis father as an indispensable preliminary.
This Sir Thomas allowed ‘to be just; and showing bim that
confidential, letter which the old gentleman had written him,
undertook to mention this scheme for. his approbation in the an-
swer he intended making to it. In thjs, too,-was enclosed bis

young friend’s return to the letters of his father and sister, which -
Wwere contained in the preceding. chapter, full of that contrition
which, at the moment, he really felt, md of those good. resolu-~
tions thxch, at the time, he sincerely formed. .As to the imatter
of his going abroad, he only touched on it &s a plan of Sir
Thomes Sindall's, whose friendship had dictated. the proposal,
and whose judgment of its expediency his own words were to
eontain.

His father recewed it, not, without those pangs; which the.
thought of separation from a son on whom the peace of his soul
rested must cause; but he examined it with that impartiality
which his wisdom suggested in every thing that.concerned his
children : “ My own satisfaction,” he would often say, has for
its object only the few years of 2 waning life ; the situation of
my children—my hapes. would extend to the importance of a
much longer period.” He held the balance, therefore, in an
even hand; the arguments of Sindall had much. of the specioug,
as his indicement to uee: them had much of the fx\endly, The
young, gentleman whom Billy. was to: accompany, had: con-
Roxions of such weight in the stafe, that the,f| rest p sPécts
seemed to open from, thejir patronpge ; nox orce, of
that argumenh be demed, whnch aupposed Convqmency in the
change of P]'Alfe to Aunesly at the preseat, and improyement f for.
the future. 'There were ny ;. hqvmver. v{antmg §ome. consrdel:a-
tions of reason to side yv pareat’s feays ns; the j ;onm ¥s
bt Sindall had Answéra for em pll; e %T t he wrung fmm,
him his’slow” leavo, on conqmon  should retqm

P N LT) N EEL L, AR

£



214 THE MAN OF THE WORLD.

home, for a single day, to bid the last farewell to his father and
his Harriet.

Meantime, the punishment of Annesly’s late offence in the
university was mitigated by the interest of Sindall, and the inter-
cession of Mr. Jephson. Expulsion, ‘which had before been
insisted on, was changed into a sentence of léss indignity, to
wit, that of being publicly reprimanded by the head of the col-
lege to which he belonged ; after submitting to whlch, he set
out, accompanied by Sir Thomas, to bid adleu to his father’s
house, preparatoty to his goin abroad. -

His Fare ther, at meetmg,% ied on his late irregularities with
that' delicacy of whicki a good mind cannot divest itself, even
amidst the purposed severity ‘of reproof; and, having thus far
sactificed to justice and parental authority, he opened his soul
to all ‘that warmth of affection which his Billy had always ex-
perienced ; mor was the mind of his son yet so perverted by his
former course of dissipation, as to be insensible to that sympathy
of feelings which ‘this-indulgence should produce. The tear
which he offered to it was the sacrifice of his heart, wrung by
the recollection of the past, and swellmg with*the purpose of the
futare.

When the moming of his departure arrived, he stole softly
into his father’s ¢hamber, meamng to fake leave ‘of "him without
being seen by his sister, whose ‘tenderness of soul could not
easily bear the pangs of a solemn farewell. ' He found his father
on his knees. The good man, rising with that seréne dignity of
aspect which those sacred duties ever conferred on him, turned
to his son: “You go, my boy,” said he, * to a distant land, far
from the guidarice and protection o;{our earthly parent ; I was
recommending you to the care of Him who is at all times pre-
sent with yous; though I am not superstitious, yet I confess I
feel something hbout me as if I should never see you more : if
these are my last words, let them be treasured in your remem-
brance.—Live as' becomes 'a man and a C’hnstmn live as
becomes him who is to live for ever”

As ho-epdhe, his daughter eritered the room. “Ah' my
Billy,” sid she, “ could you have beex so cruel as to go with-
out seeing your Harriet? it woald have broken my heart! Oh!
I have thuch tosay, anid many farewells to take ; yet now, me-
thinks, I can say nothing, and scarcé dare bid you farewell!”—

“ My children;”” interrapted her fathcr, “in this cabinet is a pre-
sent I have always' intended for each of you ; and this, which.is
perhaps the last time ‘'we ‘shall ‘méet together, I think the fittest
to bestow them. - Here, my Harriet, is a miniature of that angel

gmr mother; itnitate her Virtues, and be happy.—Here, my
* Billy, is its counterpart, a picture of your father; whatever he is,
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heaven kriows his affection to'you; let that endear the memorial,
and recommend that conduct to his son, which will make his
father’s gray hairs go down ‘to the' grave in peace!” Tears
were the only answer that either could give. Annesly embraced
his son, and blessed- him. Harriet blubbered on hie neek!
Twice he offered to go, and twice the agony of his sister pulled
him back ; at last she flung herself into the arms of her father,
who beckoning to'Sir Thomas Sindall, just then arrived to earry
off his companion, that young gentlemany who-waz himself not
a little affected with the scene, took his friend by the hand, and
led him to the carriage that waited them. - .

P —

CHAPTER XIIL

He reaches London, where he remains longer than was expected.—The
effects of his stay there. -

- I a few.days Annesly and his friend the baronet arrived in
the mretropolis. - His faéer had been informed, that the gentle-
man whom he was to accompany in his travels was to meet him
in that city, where they proposed te remain only a week or two,
for the purpose of seeing any thing curious in town, and of set
tling some points of accommedation ou their route through the
countrigs they mean:to visit; an intelligence he eonfessed very
agreeable to him; because he knew the -temptations to which a
young man is exposed by a life of idleneas in London. -

But, in truth, the intention of Sir Thomas Sindall never was,
that his present pupil (if we may so call him) shiould travel any

-farther. The young gentleman, for whose companion he had
pretended to engage Annesly, was indeed to set out very soon
after on the tour of Europe; but he had already been provided
with a travelting governor, who was to meet him upon his'arrival
at Calais, (for the air of England agreed so ill with this gentle-
man’s constitution; that he never crossed the chaauel,) and who
had made the same journey several times before with some
English young men of great fortunes, whom he had the honor
of returning to their native country with the same sovereign
contempt for it that he himself entertained. The purpose of*
Sindall was merely to remove him to a-still greater distance
from his father, and to a scene where his own plan, of eative
conversion, should meet with every aid which the society of the
idle and the profligate could give it. :
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For some time, however, he fodnd the disposition of Annesly
averse to his designs. The figure of his father venerable in.
virtue, of his sister lovely in ‘innecence, were imprinted en his
mind ; and the variety of public places of entertainment to.
which Sir Thomas cenducted him, could not immediately efface:
the impression, . o .
. But as their novelty at first delighted, their frequency at last
subdued him; his mind began to accustom itself to the hurry
of thoughtless amusement, and to feel a painful vacancy, when.
the bustle of the scene was at any time changed for-solitude.
The unrestrained warmth and energy of his temper. yielded up.
his understanding to the company of fools, and his resolutions
of reformation to the society of the dissolute, because it caught
the fervor of the present moment, before reason could pause on
the disposal of the next; and, by the industry of Sindall, he
found every day a set of friends, among whom the most en-
gaging were always the. most licentious, and joined to every
thing which the good detest, every thing which the unthinking
admire. I have often, indeed, been tempted to imagine that
there is something unfortunate, if not blameable, in'that harsh-
ness and austerity which virtue too often assumes; and have
seen with regret, some excellent men, the authority of whose
understanding, and the attraction of whose wit, might have re-
tained many a desdrter under the_ bapnere of gaedness, lose all
that power of service by the unbending distance which they
keep from the little pleasentries and swegtnesses of life. This
conduct may be safe, but there is something: ungenerous and
eowardly in it ; to keep their forces, like an, over-cautious com-
wanden in fastnasses -and fortified towns, while they suffer the
enemy to.waste and ravage. the champeigy. . Praise is indeed
gue to_him whe can.in . any. way preserve bis integrity; buf
surely the heart that can_retain.ity evon while it opens to all the
wacmth of social feeling, will be.so offering more gcceptable in
the eye. of Heaven.: . .. - ..« oo o i it
... Annegly.was distant from.any: counsel or exahpeb»ﬁm.m.!&hﬁ
connterbalance the contagians wilyence. af the. dissolute society
with which. hia tito . was now. ¢ngrassed ; but his seduction was
not.complete, till. the. better principles which hia soul still retain-
od were made arceasory to its accomplishment. ... .
. . Sindal) procured & womaninfamons enough for his purpose,
the caat mistress of ane: of hia. formey. companjons, whom, he
* tutored to invent a.plausible; story. of distress and misfortpne,
which he -contrived, in.a manper seemingly accidental, to_have
communicatad to.:Annesly,. His native aqmpassion, and his
uative warmth, were interssted in her sufferings and her wrongs;
aod he applauded himself for.the protection which he afforded
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ner, while she was the abandoned instrument of his undoing.
After having retained, for some time, the purity of her guardian
and protector, in an hour of intoxication, he ventured to approach
her on a looser footing ; and she had afterwards the address to
make him believe, that the weakness of her gratitude had grant-
ed to him, what to any other her virtue would have refused; and
during the criminal intercourse in which he lived with her, she
continued to maintain a character of affection and tenderness,
which might excuse the guilt of her own conduct, and account
for the infatuation of his.

In this fatal connexion, every remembrance of that weeping
home which he had so lately left, with the resolutions of peni-
tence and reformatipn, was erased from his mind ; or, if at
times it intruded, it came not that gentle guest, at whose
approach his bosom used to be thrilled with reverence and love,
but approached in the form of some ungracious monitor, whose
business it was to banish pleasure, and awaken remorse; and
therefore the next amusement, folly, or vice, was called in to
his aid to banish and expel it. As it was sometimes necessary
to write to his father, he fell upon an expedient, even to save
himself the pain of thinking so long as that purpose required, on
u subject now grown so irksome to him, and employed that wo-
man, in whose toils he was thus shamefully entangled, to read
the letters he received, and dictate such answers as her cunning
could suggest, to mislead the judgment of his unsuspecting
parent. -

All this while Sindall artfully kept so much aloof, as to pre-
serve, even with the son, something of that character which he
had acquired with the father. He was often absent from parties
of remarkable irreguldrity, and sometimes ventured a gentle
censure on his friend for baving been led into them. But while
he seemed to chéck their continuance under this cloak of pru-
dence, he encouraged it in the report he made of the vice of
others; for while the scale of character for temperance, sobriety,
and morals, sinks on one side, there is a balance of fame in the
mouths of part of the world rising on the other.—Annesly could
bear to be told of his spirit, his generosity, and his honor.

19
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CHAPTER XIV.

He feels the distresses of poverty—He is put on a method of relieving
.—An account of its success,

Tae manner of life which Annesly now pursued without re-
straint, was necessarily productive of such expense as he could
very ill afford. But the craft of his female associate was not
much at a loss for pretences to make frequent demands on the
generosity of his father. The same excuses which served to
account for his stay in London, in some medsure apologized for
the largeness of the sums he drew for; if it was necessary for,
him to remain there, expense, if not unavoidable, was at least
difficult to be avoided ; and for the causes of his stay in that
city, he had only to repeat the accounts which he daily received
from Sindall, of various accidents which obliged his young friend
to postpone his intended tour.

Though in the country there was little opportunity of knowing
the town irregularities of Annesly, yet there were not wanting
surmises of it among some, of which it is likely his father might
have heard enough to alarm him, had he not been at this time ine
such a state of health as prevented him from much society with
his neighbors ; a slow aguish disorder, which followed those
symptoms his daughter’s letter to her brother had described,
having confined him to his chamber almost constantly from the
time of his son’s departure.

. Annesly had still some blushes left; and when he had pushed
his father’s indulgence in the article of supply, as far as shame
would allow him, he looked round for some otheér source whence
present relief might be drawn, without daring to consider how

the arrearages of the future should be cancelled. Sindall for

some time answered his exigencies without reluctance ; but at
last he informed him, as he said, with regret, that he could not,
from particular circumstances, afford him, at that immediate
juncture, any farther assistance than a small sum, which he
then put into Annesly’s hands, and which the very next day was
squandered by the prodigality of his mistress.

The next morning he rose without knowing how the wants of
the day were to be provided for, and strolling out into one of his
accustomed walks, gave himself up to all the pangs which the
retrospect of the past, and the idea of the present, suggested.
But he felt not that contrition which results from ingenuous
sorrow for our offences; his soul was ruled by that gloomy
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demon, who looks only to the anguish of their punishment, and
accuses the hand of Providence for calamity which himself has
occasioned.

In this situation he was met by one of his new acquired
friends, who was walking off the impression of last night’s riot.
The melancholy of his countenance was so easily observable,
that it could not escape the notice of his companion, who rallied:
him on the seriousness of his aspect, in the cant phrase of those:
brutes of our species, who are professed enemies to the faculty
of thinking. Though Annesly’s pride for a while kept him silent,
it was at last overcome by the other’s importunity, and he con-
fessed the desperation of his circumstances to be the cause of
his present depression. His companion, whose purse, as him-
self informed Annesly, had been flushed by the success of the
preceding night, animated by the liberality which attends sud-
den good fortune, freely offered him the use of twenty pieces
till better times should enable him to repay them. ¢ But,” said
he gayly, “it is a shame for a fellow of your parts to want money,
when fortune has provided so many rich fools for the harvest of
the wise and the industrious. If you’ll allow me to be your con-
ductor this evening, I will show you where, by the traffic of your
wits, in a very short time you may convert these twenty guineas
into fifty.,” ¢ At play,” replied Annesly coolly. « Ay, at play,”
returned the other, *“and fair play too; ’tis the only: profession
left for a man of spirit and honor to pursue ; to cheat as a mer-
chant, to quibble as a lawyer, or to cant as a churchman, is con-
fined to fellows who have no fire in their composition. Give me
but a bold set, and a fair throw for it, and then for the life of a
lord, or the death of a gentleman.” ¢ I have had but little ex-
perience in the profession,” said Annesly, “and should but
throw away your money.” ¢ Never fear,” replied the other ;
¢ do but mark me, and I will ensure you ; I will show you our
men ; pigeons, mere pigeons, by Jupiter !”

It 'was not for a man in Annesly’s situation to baulk the pro-
mise of such a golden opportunity ; they dined together, and
afterwards repaired to a gaming-house, where Annesly’s com-
panion introduced -him as a friend of his just arrived from the
country, to several young gentlemen, who seemed to be waiting
his arrival.—¢ I promised yon your revenge,” said he, ¢my
dears, and you shall have it; some of my friend’s lady-day
rents, too, have accompanied him to London : if you win you
shall wear them. To business, to business.”

In the course of their play, Annesly, though but moderately
skilled in the game, discovered that the company to whom
he had been introduced were in reality such bubbles as his
companion had represented them ; after being heated by some
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small success in the beginning, they began to bet extravagantly
against every calculation of chances; and in an hour or two
his associate and he had stripped them of a very considerable
sum, of which his own share, though much the smaller, was
upwards of three-score guineas. When they left the house, he
offered his conductor the sum he had lent him, with a profusion
of thanks both for the use and the improvement of it. “No, my
boy,” said he, * not now ; your note is sufficient; I will rather
call for it when I am at a pinch; you see now the road to
wealth and independence : you will meet me here to-morrow.”
He promised to meet him accordingly.

They had been but a few minutes in the room this second
night, when a gentléeman entered, whom the company saluted
with the appellation of Squire ; the greater part of them seemed
to be charmed with his presence, but the countenance of An-
nesly’s companion fell at his approach : * Damn him,” said he
in a whisper to Annesly, “ he’s a knowing one.”

In some degree, indeed, he deserved the title, for he had at-
tained, from pretty long experience, assisted by natural quick-
ness of parts, a considerable knowledge in the science ; and in
strokes of genius, at games where genius was required, was ex-
celled by f%w. But after all, he was far from being successful
in the profession ; pature intended him for something better ;
and as he spoiled a wit, an orator, and perhaps a poet, by turning
gambler, so he often spoiled a gambler by the ambition, which
was not yet entirely quenched, of shining occasionally in all
those characters. And as a companion he was too pleasing,
and too well-pleased, to keep that cool indifference which is the
characteristic of him who should always be possessed of himself,
and consider every other man only as the spunge from whom
he is to squeeze advantage.

To the present party, however, he was unquestionably supe-
rior ; and, of course, in a short time began to levy large contri-
butions, not only on the more inexperienced, whom Annesly
and his conductor had marked for their own-booty, but likewise
on these two gentlemen themselves, whose winnings of the for-
mer evening were now fast diminishing before the superior skill
of this new antagonist.

But in the midst of his success, he was interrupted by the
arrival of another gentleman, who seemed also to be a well
known character in this temple of fortune, being saluted by the
familiar name of Black Beard. This man possessed an un-
moved equality both of temper and aspect ; and though in reality
he was of no very superior abilities, yet had acquired the repu-
tation both of depth and acuteness, from being always accus-
tomed to think on his own interest, and pursuing with the most
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‘sedulous attention every object which led to it, unseduced by
one single spark of those feelings which the world terms weak-
ness.
- In the article of gaming, which he had.early pitched on as the
means of advancement, he had availed himself of that industry
and saturnine complexion, to acquire the most consummate
knowledge of its principles, which indeed he had attained to a
veg remarkable degree of perfection.

pposed to this man, even the skill of the hitherto-successful
squire was unavailing ; and consequently, he not only stripped
that gentleman of the gains he had made, but gleaned whatever
he had left in the purses of the inferior members of the party,
amongst whom Annesly and his associates were reduced to
their last guinea. -

This they agreed to spend together at a tavern in the neigh-
borhood, where they cursed fortune, their spoiler, and them-
selves, in all the bitterness of rage and disappointment. An-
nesly did not seek to account for their losses otherwise than in
the real way, to wit, from the superior skill of their adversary ;
but his companion, who often boasted of his own, threw out
some insinuations of foul play and connivance.

«If I thought that,” said Annesly, laying his hand on his
sword, while his cheeks burnt with indignation—% Poh!” re--
plied the other, ¢ ’tis in vain to be angry ; here’s damnation to
him in a bumper.”

The other did not fail his pledge ; and by a liberal application
to the bottle, they so far overcame their losses, that Annesly
reeled home, singing a catch, forgetful of the past, and regard.
less of to-morrow.

CHAPTER XV.

Another attempt to retrieve his dmumsﬁnms, the consequences of which are
still more fatal.

Taouen the arrival of to-morrow might be overlooked, it
could not be prevented. It rose on Annesly, one of the most
wretched of mankind. Poverty, embittered by disgrace, was now
approaching him, who knew of no friend to ward off the blow,
and had no consolation in himself by which it might be lighten-
ed: if any thing could add to his present distress, it was in-
creased by the absence of Sindall, who was then in the country,

19*%
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and the upbraidings of his female companion, who now exclaimed
against the folly which herself had caused, and the extravagance
herself had participated.

About mid-day, his last night’s fellow-sufferer paid him a visit;
their mutual chagrin at meeting, from the recollection of misfor-
tune which it produced, was evident in their countenances ; but
it was not a little increased, when the other told Annesly, he
came to put him in mind of the sum he had advanced him two
days before, for which he had now very particular occasion.
Annesly answered, that he had frankly told him the state of his
finances at the time of the loan, and accepted it on no condition
of speedy payment ; that he bad, that same evening, offered to
repay him when it was in his power, and that he could not but
think the demand ungentlemanlike, at a time when he must
know his utter inability to comply with it. .

« Ungentlemanlike !” said the other; “I don’t understand
what you mean, Sir, by such a phrase: will you pay me my
money or not 1”—I cannot.”— Then, sir, you must expect
me to employ some gentleman for the recovery of it, who will
speak to you, perhaps, in a more ungentlemanlike style than I
40.” And, so saying, he flung out of the room.

« Infamous wretch !” exclaimed Annesly, and walked about
with a hurried step, gnawing his lips and muttering curses on
him and onhimself.—There was another gentleman wanted to
see him below stairs.—’Twas a mercer, who came to demand
payment of some fineries his lady, as he termeu her, had pur-
chased ; he was with difficulty, dismissed.—In a quarter of an
hour there was another call—"T'was a dun of a tailor for clothes
to himself—he would take no excuse—+ Come,” said Annesly,
with a look of desperation, ¢ to-morrow morning, and I will pay

ou.”

But how 1—he stared wildly on the ground, then knocked his
head against the wall, and acted all the extravagances of a mad-
man. At last, with a more settled horror in his eye, he put on
his sword, and without knowing whither he should go, sallied
into the street. ) ’

He happened to meet in his way some of those boon com-
panions, with whom his nights of jollity had been spent; but
their terms of salutation were so cold and forbidding, as obvi-
ously to show that the account of his circumstances had already
reached them ; and, with them, he who had every thing to ask,
and nothing to bestow, could possess no quality attractive of
regard. After sauntering from street to street, and from square
to square, he found himself, towards the close of the day, within
a few paces of that very gaming-house where he had been so
unfortunate the evening before. A sort of malicious curiosity,
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and some hope of he knew not what, tempted him to re-enter it.
He found much the same company he had seen the preceding
night, with the exception, however, of his former associate, and
one or two of the younger members of their party, whom the
same cause prevented from attending.

Strolling into another room, he found an inferior set of game-
sters, whose stakes were lower, though their vociferation was
mfinitely more loud. In the far corner sat a man, who preserved
a composure of countenance, undisturbed by the clamor and
confusion that surrounded him. After a little observation, An-
nesly discovered that he was a money lender, who advanced
certain sums at a very exorbitant premium to the persons en-
gaged in the play. Some of those he saw, who could offer no
other security satisfying to this usurer, procure a few guineas
from him, on pawning a watch, ring, or some other appendage
of former finery. Of such he had before divested himself for
urgent demands, and had nothing superfluous about him but his
sword, which he had kept the latest, and which he now deposited
i the hands of the old gentleman in the corner, who furnished
him with a couple of pieces upon it, that with them he might
once more try his fortune at the table.

The success exceeded his expectation ; it was so rapid, that
in less than an hour he had increased his two guineas to forty,
with which he determined to retire contented ; but when he
would have redeemed his sword, he was informed that the
keeper of it was just gone into the other room, where, as he en-
tered to demand it, he unfortunately overheard the same gentle-
man who had gained his money the former night, offering a bet
to the amount of the sum Annesly then possessed, on a cast
where he imagined the chance to be much against it. Stimu-
lated with the desire of doubling his gain, and the sudden pro-
vocation, as it were, of the offer, he accepted it; and, in one
moment, lost all the fruits of his former good fortune. The
transport of his passion could not express itself in words : but
taking up one of the dice, with the seeming coolness of exquisite
anguish, he fairly bit it in two, and casting a look of frenzy on
his sword, which he was now unable to ransom, he rushed out
of the house, uncovered as he was, his hat hanging on a peg in
the other apartment.

The agitation of his mind was such as denied all attention to
common things ; and, instead of taking the direct road to his
lodgings, he wandered off the street into an obscure alley, where
he had not advanced far, till he was accosted by a fellow, who,
in a very peremptory tone, desired him to deliver his money, or
he would instantly blow out his brains, presenting a pistol at less
than half a yard’s distance.— I can give you nothing,” said
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Annesly, ¢ because I have nothing to give.”—« Damn you,”
returned the other, ¢ do you think I’ll be fobbed off s0o? Your
money and be damn’d to you, or I'll send you to hell in a twink-
ling”—advancing his pistol at the same time, within a hand’s
breadth of his face. Annesly, at that instant, struck up the
muzzle with his arm, and laying hold of the barrel, by a sudden
wrench forced the weapon out of the hands of the villain, who,
not choosing to risk any farther combat, made the best of his
way down the alley, and left Annesly master of his arms. He
stood for a moment entranced in thought.—¢ Whoever thou
art,” said he, ¢ I thank thee ; by Heaven, thou instructest and
armest me ; this may provide for to-morrow, or make its provi-
sion unnecessary.” He now returned with a hurried pace to the
mouth of the alley, where, in the shade of a jutting wall, he
could mark, unperceived, the objects on the street. He had
stood there but a few seconds, and began already to waver in
his purpose, when he saw come out of the gaming-house, which
he had left, the very man who had plundered him of his all.
The richness of the prize, with immediate revenge, awakened
together in his mind ; and the suspicion of foul play, which his
companion had hinted the night before, gave him a sanction of
something like justice ; he waited till the chair in which the
gamester was conveyed, came opposite to the place where he
stood ; then covering his face with one hand, and assuming a
tone different from his natural, he pulled out his pistol, and
commanded the leading chairman to stop. This effected, he
went up to the chair, and the gentleman within having let down
one of the glasses to know the reason of its stop, the stopper
clapped the pistol to his breast, and threatened him with instant
death if he did not deliver his money. The other, after some
little hesitation, during which Annesly repeated his threats with
the most horrible oaths, drew a purse of gold from his pocket,
which Annesly snatched out of his band, and running down
the alley, made his escape at the other end ; and, after turning
through several streets in different directions, so as to elude
pursuit, arrived safely at home with the booty he had taken.
Meantime, the gamester returned to the house he had just
quitted, with the account of his disaster. The whole fraternity,
who could make no allowance for a robber of this sort, were .
alarmed at the accident; every one was busied in inquiry, and
a thousand questions were asked about his appearance, his be-
haviour, and the route he had taken. The chairmen, who had
been somewhat more possessed of themselves, at the time of
the robbery, than their master, had remarked the circumstance
of the robber’s wanting his hat : this was no sooner mentioned,
than a buz raa through the company, that the young gentleman
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who had gone off a little while before, had been observed to be
uncovered when he left the house ; and upon search made, his
hat was actually found with his name marked on the inside.
This was a ground of suspicion too strong to be overlooked;
messengers were dispatched in quest of the friend who had
introduced him there the preceding night; upon his being
found, and acquainting them of Annesly’s lodgings, proper
warrants were obtained for a search.

When that unfortunate young man arrived at home, he was
met on the stairs by the lady we have formerly mentioned, who,
in terms of the bitterest reproach, interrupted with tears, in-
veighed against the cruelty of his neglect, in thus leaving her to
pine alone, without even the common comforts of a miserable
life. Her censure, indeed, was the more violent, as there was
little reason for its violence; for she had that moment dismissed
at a back door, a gallant who was more attentive than Annesly.
He, who could very well allow the grounds of her complaint,
only pleaded necessity for his excuse ; he gcould but mutter this
apology in imperfect words, for the perturbation of his mind
almost deprived him of the powers of speech. Upon her taking
notice of this, with much. seeming concern for his health, he
beckoned her into a chamber, and dashing the purse on the floor,
pointed to it with a look of -horror, as an answer to her up-
braidings.

« What have you done for this "’ said she, taking it up: He
threw himself into a chair, without answering a word.

At that moment, the officers of justice, who had lost no time
in prosecuting their information, entered the house; and some
of them, accompanied by an attorney, employed by the gentle-
man who had been robbed, walked softly up stairs to the room
where Annesly was, and bursting into it before he could prepare
for any defence, laid hold of him in rather a violent manner,
which the lawyer observing, desired them to use the gentleman
civilly, till he should ask him a few questions. I will answer
none,” said Annesly; “do your duty.” ¢ Then, Sir,” replied
the other, * you must attend us to those who can question you
with better authority ; and I must make bold to secure this lady,
till'she answer some questions also.” The lady saved him the
trouble ; for being now pretty well satisfied, that her hero was at
the end of his career, she thought it most prudent to break off a
connexion where nothing was to be gained, and make a merit of
contributing her endeavors to bring the offender to justice. She
called, therefore, this leader of the party into another room, and
being informed by him that the young gentleman was suspected
of having committed a robbery scarce an hour before, she pulled
out the purse which she had just received from him, and asked
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the lawyer, if it was that which had been taken from his client
« Ay, that it is, I’ll be sworn,” said he ; *and here (pouring out
its contents) is the ring he mentioned at the bottom.”—¢ But,”
said she, pausing a little, « it will prove the thing as well without
the guineas.” «I protest,” returned the lawyer, “thou art a
girl of excellent invention—Hum~~here are fourscore; one
half of them might bave been spent—or dropt out by the way,
or—any thing may be supposed; and so we shall have twenty
a-piece.—Some folks, to be sure, would take more, but I love
conscience in these matters.”

Having finished this transaction, in such a manner as might
give no offence to the conscience of this honest pettifogger, they
returned to the prisoner, who contented himself with darting a
look of indignation at his female betrayer ; and, after being some
time in the custody of the lawyer and his assistants, he was
carried, in the morning, along with her, before a magistrate.
The several circumstances I have related being sworn to,
Annesly was committed to Newgate, and the gamester bound
over to prosecute him at the next sessions, which were not then
very distant.

CHAPTER XYVI.
The miseries of him whose pumshment is inflicted by conscience.

THoueu Annesly must have suffered much during the agita-
tion of these proceedings, yet that was little to what he felt,
“when left to reflection, in the solitude of his new abode. Let
the virtuous remember, amidst their affliction, that though the
heart of a good man may bleed even to death, it will never feel
a torment equal to the rendings of remorse.

For sometime the whirling of his brain gave him no leisure
to exercise any faculty that could be termed thinking ; when
that sort of delirium subsided, it Jeft him only to make room for
more exquisite though less turbulent anguish.

After he had visited every corner of resource, and found them
all dark and comfortless, he started at last from that posture of
despair in which he sat, and turning the glare of his eye intently
upwards :—

¢« Take back,” said he, ¢ thou Power that gavest me being !
take back that life which thou didst breathe into me for the best
of purposes, but which I have profaned by actions equally mis-
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chievous to thy government, and ignominious to myself. The
passions which thou didst implant in me, that reason which
should balance them is unable to withstand : from one only I
received useful admonition ; the shame that could not prevent,
now punishes my crimes. Her voice for ence I will obey;
and leave a state, in which if I remain, I continue a blot to
nature, and an enemy to man.” )

He drew a penknife, now his only weapon, from its sheath—
he bared his bosom for the horrid deed—when the picture of
his father, which the good man had bestowed on him at parting,
and he had worn ever since in his bosom, struck his eye—(it
was drawn in the mildness of holy meditation, with the hands
folded together, and the eyes lifted to heaven), ¢ Merciful God!”
said Annesly—he would have uttered a prayer; but his soul
was wound up to a pitch that could but one way be let down—
he flung himself on the ground, and burst into an agony of tears.

The door of the apartment opening, discovered the jailer,
followed by Sir Thomas Sindall—¢* My friend in this place !”’
said he to Annesly,—who covered his face with his hands, and
replied only by a groan.

Sindall ma¥le signs to the keeper of the prison to leave them:
—s¢ Come,” said he, ¢ my dear Annesly, be not so entirely over-
come ; I flatter myself, you know my friendship too well to
suppose that it will desert you even here. I may, perhaps, have
opportunities of comforting you in many ways; at least I shall
feel and pity your distresses.”— Leave me,” answered the
other, “ leave me ; I deserve no pity, and methinks there is a
pride in refusing it.”—<«You must not say so; my love has
much to plead for you ; nor are you without excuse even to the
world.”—# Oh! Sindall,” said he, “ I am without excuse to
myself! when I look back to that peace of mind, to that happi-
ness I have squandered!—I will not curse, but—Oh! Fool,
fool, fool 1”—+ I would not,” said Sir Thomas, * increase that
anguish which you feel, were I not obliged to mention the name
. of your father.”—¢ My father,” cried Aunnesly ; ¢ Oh, hide me
from my father !”— Alas !’ replied Sindall, “ he must hear
of your disaster from other hands; and it were cruel not to
acquaint him of it in a way that should wound him the least.”—
Annesly gazed with a look of entrancement on his picture ;
¢ Great God!” said he, “for what hast thou reserved me?
Sindall, do what thou wilt—think not of such a wretch as I am;
but mitigate, if thou canst, the sorrows of a father, the purity of
whose bosom must bleed for the vices of mine.”—¢ Fear not,”
returned Sir Thomas; “I hope all will be better than you
imagine. It grows late, and I must leave you now ; but pro-
mise me to be more composed for the future. I will see you
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again early to-morrow ; nor will I let a moment escape that
can be improved to your service.”—¢* I must think,” said An-
nesly, “ and therefore I must feel ; but I will often remember
your friendship, and my gratitude shall be some little merit left
m me to look upon without blushing.” . :
Sindall bade him farewell, and retired ; and at that instant he
was less a villain than he used to be. The state of horror to
which he saw this young man reduced, was beyond the limits
of his scheme: and he began to look upon the victim of his
designs with that pity which depravity can feel, and that remorse
which it cannot overcome. o

CHAPTER XVIL

His father is acquainted with Annesly’s situation.—His behaviour in
. : consequence of it.

L]

THaT letter to old Annesly, which Sindall had undertaken to
write, he found a more difficult task than at first he imagined.
The solicitude of his friendship might have been easily ex-
pressed on more common occasions, and hypocrisy to him was
usually no unpleasing garb; but at this crisis of Annesly’s
fate, there were feelings he could not suppress ; and he blush-
ed to himself, amidst the protestations of concern and regard,
with which this account of his misfortune (as he termed it) was
accompanied.,

Palliated, as it was, with all the art of Sir Thomas, it may be
easily conceived what effect it must have on the mind of a fa-
ther ; a father at this time laboring under the pressure of disease,
and confined to a sick bed, whose intervals of thought were now
to be pointed to the misery, the disgrace, perhaps the disgraceful
death of a darling child. His Harriet, after the first shock which
the dreadful tidings had given her, sat by him, stifling the terrors
of her gentle soul, and speaking comfort when her tears would
let her.

His grief was aggravated, from the consideration of being at
present unable to attend a sun, whose calamities, though of his
own 8rocuring, called so loudly for support and assistance.

« Unworthy as your brother is, my Harriet,” said he, ¢ he is
my son and your brother still ; and must he languish amid the
horrors of a prison, without a parent or a sister to lessen them ?
The prayers which I can put up from this sick bed are all the
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aid 1 can ninister to him ; but your presence might soothe his
anguish, and alleviate his sufferings. With regard to this life,
perhaps—Do not weep, my love—But you might lead him to a
reconciliation with that Being whose sentence governs eternity!
‘Would it frighten my Harriet to visit a dungeon 1”—¢ Could I
leave my dearest father,” said she, “ no place could frighten me
where my poor Billy is” “Then you shall go, my child,
and I shall be the better for thinking that you are with him.
Tsll him, though he has wrung my heart, it has not forgotten
him. That he should have forgotten me is little ; let him but
now remember, that there is another Father whose pardon is
more momentous.”

Harriet having therefore entrusted her father to the friend-
ship of Mrs. Wistanly, set out, accompanied by a niece of that
gentlewoman’s, who had been on a visit to her aunt, for the
metropolis, where she arrived a few days before that which was
appointed for the trial of her unbappy brother.

Though it was late in the evening when they reached London,
yet Harriet’s impatience would not suffer her to sleep till she
had seen the poor prisoner; and notwithstanding the remon-
strances of her companion, to whom her aunt had recommended
.the tenderest concern about her young friend, she called a hack-

"ney coach immediately, to convey her to the place in which
Annesly was confined ; and her fellow-traveller, when her dis-
suasions to going had failed, very obligingly offered to accom-
pany her.

They were conducted, by the turnkey, through a gloomy pas-
sage, to the wretched apartment which Annesly occupied ; they
found him sitting at a little table, on which he leaned, with his
hands covering his face. When they entered he did not change
his posture ; but on the turnkey’s speaking, for his sister was
unable to speak, he started up, and exhibited a countenance.
pale and haggard, his eyes bloodshot, and his hair dishevelled.

- On discovering his sister, a blush crossed his cheek, and the
horror of his aspeot was lost in something milder and more
piteaus—¢ Oh! my Billy !” she cried, and sprung forward to
embrace him : ¢ This is too much,” said he ; “leave and forget
a wretch unworthy the name of thy brother.”—¢ Would my
Billy kill me quite? this frightful place has almost killed me
already! Alas! Billy, my dearest father !”—¢ Oh! Harriet,
that name, that name ! speak not of my father !”-—¢ Ah!” said
she, ¢« if you knew his goodness; he sent me to comfort and
support my brother ; he sent me from himself, stretched on a
sick bed, where his Harriet should have tended him.”— Oh!
cursed, cursed !”—¢ Nay, do not curse, my Billy, he sends you
none ; his prayers, his blessings, rise for you to heaven ; his

20
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forgiveness he bade me convey you, and tell you to seck that
of the Father of all goodness!”—His sister’s hands were clasped
in his ; he lifted both together: « If thou canst hear me,” said
he—s T dare not pray for myself'; but spare a father whom my
crimes have made miserable ; let me abide the wrath I have
deserved, but weigh not down his age for my offences ; punish
it not with the remembrance of me!” He fell on his sister’s
neck, and they mingled their tears ; nor could the young lady
who attended Harriet, or the jailer himself, forbear accompany-
ing them ; this last, however, recovered himself rather sooner
than the other, and reminded them it was late, and that he must
lock up for the night.—*Good night then, my Harriet,” said An-
nesly. “ And must we separate?” answered his sister ; ¢ could
I not sit and support that distracted head, and close those hag-
gard eyes 1”’—s¢ Let me: entreat you,” returned her brother, “to
leave me and compose yourself after the fatigues of your jour-
ney, and the perturbation of your mind ; I feel myself comforted
and refreshed by the sight of my Harriet. I will try to sleep
myself, which I have not done those four gloomy nights, un-
less, perhaps, for a few moments, when the torture of my dreams
made waking a deliverance. Good night, my dearest Harriet.”
She could not say good night, but she wept it. ‘ '

CHAPTER XVIIIL
His sister pays him another visit.—A description of what passed in the prison

It was late before Harriet could think even of going to bed,
and later before her mind could be quieted enough to allow her
any sleep. But nature was at last worn out; and the fatigue
of her journey, together with the conflict of her soul in the visit
she had just made, had so exhausted her, that it was towards
noon next day before she awaked. After having chid herselt
for her neglect, she hurried away to her much-loved brother
whom she found attended by that baronet, to whose good offices
I have had so frequent occasion to show him indebted in the
course of my story.

At sight of him, her cheek was flushed with the mingled glow
of shame for her brother, and gratitude towards his benefactor.
He advanced to salute her; when, with the tears starting into
her eyes, she fell on her knees before him, and poured forth a
prayer of blessings on his head. 'There could not, perhaps, be
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a figure more. lovely or more striking than that which she then
exhibited. The lustre of her eyes, heightened by those tears
with which the overflowing of her heart supplied them ; the
glow of her complexion, animated with the suffusion of tender-
ness and gratitude ; these, joined to the easy negligence of her
dark brown locks, that waved in ringlets on her panting bosom,
made altogether such an assemblage as beauty is a word teo
weak for. So forcibly, indeed, was Sindall struck with it, that
some little time passed before he thought of lifting her from the
ground ; he looked his very soul at every glance ; but it was a
soul unworthy of the object on which he gazed, brutal, unfeel-
ing, and inhuman ; he considered her, at that moment, as already
within the reach of his machinations, and feasted the grossness
of his fancy with the anticipation of her undoing.

And here let me pause a little, to consider that account of
pleasure which the votaries of pleasure have frequently stated.
I allow for all the delight which Sindall could experience for
the present, or hope to experience in the future. I consider it
abstracted from its consequences, and I will venture to affirm,
that there is a truer, a more exquisite voluptuary than he—Had
Virtue been now looking on the figure of beauty and of inno-
cence [ have attempted to draw—1I see the purpose of benevo-
lence beaming in his eye! Its throb is swelling in his heart!
He clasps her to his bosom ;—he kisses the falling drops from
her cheek :—he weeps with her :—and the luxury of his tears
baffles description.

But whatever were Sir Thomas’s sensations at the sight of
Harriet, they were interrupted by the jailer, who now entered
the room, and informed him that a gentleman without was
earnest to speak with him. “Who can it be 1" said Sir Thomas
somewhat peevishly. “If I am not mistaken,” replied the jailer,
“ it is a gentleman of the name of Camplin, a lawyer, whom I
have seen here with some of the prisoners before.”—¢ This is
he of whom I talked to you, my dear Annesly,” said the baronet;
¢ let me introduce him to you.”— I have taken my resolution,”
returned Annesly, ¢ and shall have no need of lawyers for my
defence.”—¢ It must not be,” rejoined the other; and goin,
out of the room, he presently returned with Mr. Camplin. A
this while, Harriet’s looks betrayed the strongest symptoms of
terror and perplexity ; and when the stranger appeared, she
drew nearer and nearer to her brother, with an involuntary sort
of motion, till she bhad twined his arm into hers, and placed
herself between him and Camplin. This last observed her
fears, for indeed she bent her eyes most fixedly upon him ; and
making her a bow, ¢ Be not afraid, Miss,” said he, * here are
none but friends. I learn, Sir, that your day is now very near,
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and that it is time to be thinking of the business of it.” “Good
Heavens !” cried Harriet, ¢ what day1” ¢ Make yourself easy,
Madam,” continued Camplin ; ¢ being the first trip, I hope he
may fall soft for this time; I believe nobody doubts my abili-
ties ; I have saved many a brave man from the gallows, whose
case was more desperate than I take this young gentleman’s to
be.”—The color, which had been varying on her cheek during
this speech, now left it for a dead pale ; and turning her languid
eyes upon her brother, she fell motionless into his arms. He
supported her to a chair that stood near him, and darting an
indignant look at the lawyer, begged of the jailer to procure
her some immediate assistance. Sindall, who was kneeling
on the other side of her, ordered Camplin, who was advancing
to make offer of his services too, to be gone, and send them
the first surgeon he could find. A surgeon, indeed, had been
already procured, who officiated in the prison, for the best of
all reasons, because he was not at liberty to leave it. The
jailer now made his appearance, with a bettle of wine in one
hand, and some water in the other ; followed by a tall, meagre,
ragged figure, who, striding up to Harriet, applied a small vial
of volatile salt to her nose, and chafing her temples, soon
brought her to sense and life again. Annesly, pressing her to
his bosom, begged her to recollect herself, and forget her fears.
¢« Pardon this weakness, my dear Billy,” said she, « I will try
+to overcome it : is that horrid man gone? who is this gentle-
man 1” ] have the honor to be a doctor of physic, madam,”
said he, clapping at the same time his greasy fingers to her
pulse : “here is a fulness that calls for venesection.” So with-
out loss of time he pulled out a case of lancets covered with
rust, and spotted with the blood of former patients. ¢ Oh!
for Heaven’s sake, no bleeding,” cried Harriet, « indeed there
is no occasion for it.” “ How, no occasion!” exclaimned the
other ; «I have heard, indeed, some ignorants condemn phle-
botomy in such cases; but it is my practice, and I am very
well able to defend it. It will be allowed, that in pletheric
habits”—¢ Spare your demonstration,” interrupted Annesly,
s and think of your patient.” ¢ You shall not blood me,” said
she, ¢ you shall not indeed, Sir ”’ ¢ Nay, Madam,” said he, “ as
you please ; you are to know that the operation itself is no part
of my profession ; it is only propter necessitatem, for want of
chirurfical practitioners, that I sometimes condescend to it in
this place.” S8ir Thomas gave him a hint to leave them, and
at the same time slipped a guinea into his band. He immedi-
ately retired, looking at the unusual appearance of the gold with
a joy that made him forget the obstinacy of his patient, and her
rejection of his assistance.
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Aaunesly, assisted by his friend, used every possible argu-
ment to comfort and support his sister. His concern for her
had indeed banished for a while the consideration of his own
state ; and when he came to think of that solemn day, on which
the trial for his life was appointed, his concern was more inter-
ested for its effect on his Harriet, than for that it should have
on himself.

After they had passed great part of the day together, Sir
Thomas observed, that Miss Annesly’s present lodgings (in the
house of her fellow-traveller’s father) were so distant, as to oc-
casion much inconvenience to her in her visits to her brother ;
and very kindly made offer of endeavoring to procure her others
but a few streets off, under the roof of a gentlewoman, he said,
an officer’s widow of his acquaintance, who, if she had any apart-
ment unoccupied at the time, he knew would be as attentive to
Miss Annesly as if she were a daughter of her own.

This proposal was readily accepted ; and Sir Thomas having
gone upon the inquiry, returned in the evening with an account of
having succeeded in procuring the lodgings; that he had taken
the liberty to call and fetch Miss Annesly’s baggage from those
she had' formerly occupied, and that every thing was ready at
Mrs. Eldridge’s (that was the widow’s name) for her reception.
After supper he conducted her thither accordingly.

As he was going out, Annesly whispered him to return for a
few minutes after he had set down his sister, as he had some-
thing particular to communicate to him. When he came back,
«You have heard, I fancy, Sir Thomas,” said he, ‘“that the next
day but ene is the day of my trial. As to myself, I wait it with
resignation, and shall not give any trouble to my country by a
false defence ; but I tremble for my sister’s knowing it. Could
we not contrive some method of keeping her in ignorance of
its appointment till it be over, and then prepare her for the
event, without subjecting her to the tortures of anxiety and sus-
pense?” Sindall agreed in the propriety of the latter part of this
scheme, and they resolved to keep his sister that day at home,
on pretence of a meeting in the prison between the lawyers of
Annesly, and those of his prosecutor. But he warmly insisted
that' Annesly should accept the services of Camplin towards
conducting the cause on his part. ~ « Endeavor not to persuade
me, my friend,” said Annesly; ¢« for I now rest satisfied with
my determination. I thank Heaven, which has enabled me to
rely on its goodness, and meet my fate with the full possession
of myself. I will not disdain the mercy which my country may
think I merit; but I will not entangle myself in chicane and
insincerity to avoid her justice.”
: . 20%
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CHAPTER XIX.

The fate of Annesly detennined.—HSinQaIPu friendship, and the gratitode of
arnet. : *

NoTrHiNa remarkable happened till that day when the fate of
Annesly was to be determined by the laws of his country. The
project formed by Sindall and himself, for keeping his sister
ignorant of its importance, succeeded to their wish ; she spent
it at home, comforting herself with the hope, that the meeting
she understood to be held on it, might turn out advantageously
for her brother, and soothed by the kindness of her landlady,
who had indeed fully answered Sir Thomas’s expectations in the
attention she had shown her.

Meanwhile her unfortunate brother was brought to the bar, in-
dicted for the robbery committed on the gamester. When he
was asked, in the customary manner, to plead, he stood up, and,
addressing himself to the judge—

«T am now, my lord,” said he, “in a situation of all others
the most solemn. 1 stand in the presence of God and my
country, and I am called to confess or deny that crime for
which I have incurred the judgment of both. If I have offend-
ed, my lord, I am not yet an obdurate offender ; I fly not to the
subterfuge of villany, though I have fallen from the dignity of
innocence ; and I will not screen a life which my crimes have
disgraced, by a coward lie to prevent their detection. T plead
guilty, my lord, and await the judgment of that law, which, though
I have violated, I have not forgotten to revere.”

When he ended, a confused murmur ran through the Court,
and for some time stopped the judge in his reply.  Silence ob-
tained, that upright magistrate, worthy the tribunal of England,
spoke to this effect :

«I am sincerely sorry, young gentleman, to see one of your
figure -at this bar, charged with a crime for which the public
safety has been obliged to award an exemplary punishment.
Much as I admire the heroism of your confession, I will not
suffer advantage to be taken of it to your prejudice ; reflect on
the consequences of a plea of guilt, which takes from you all
opportunity of a legal defence, and speak again, as your own
discretion, or your friends, may best advise you.” T humbly
thank your lordship,” said Annesly, * for the candor and indul
gence which you show me ; but I have spoken the truth, and
will not allow myself to think of retracting it.” I am here,”
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returned his lordship, ¢ as the dispenser of justice, and I have
nothing but justice to give ; the province of mercy is in other
hands ; if, upon inquiry, the case is circumstanced as I wish it
to be, my recommendation shall not be wanting to enforce an
application there.” Annesly.was then convicted of the robbery,
and the sentence of the law passed upon him.

Bat the judge before whom he was tried was not unmindful
of his promise ; and having satisfied himself, that though guilty
in this instance, he was not habitually flagitious, he assisted so
warmly the applications which, through the interest of Sindall,
(for Sindall was in this sincere,) were made in his behalf, that a
pardon was obtained for him, on the condition of his suffering
trangportation for the term of fourteen years.

This alleviation of his punishment was procured, before his
sister was suffered to know that his trial had ever come on, or
what had been its event. When his fate was by this means de-
termined, Sindall undertook to instruct the lady in whose house
he had placed her, that Miss Annesly should be acquainted with
the circumstances of it in such a manner as might least discom-
pose that delicacy and tenderness of which her mind was so
susceptible. The event answered his expectation; that good
woman seemed possessed of as much address as humanity ;
and Harriet, by the intervention of both, was led to the knowl-
edge of her brother’s situation with so much prudence, that she
bore it at first with resignation, and afterwards looked upon it
with thankfulness.

After that acknowledgment to Providence, which she had

been early instructed never to forget, there was an inferior
agent in this affair, to whom her warmest gratitude was devoted.
Besides that herself had the highest opinion of Sindall’s good
offices, her obliging landlady had taken every opportunity, since
their acquaintance began, to sound forth his praises in the most
extravagant strain; and, on the present occasion, her encomiums
were loud, in proportion as Harriet's happiness was concerned
in the event. ‘
. Sir Thomas, therefore, began to be considered by the young
lady as the worthiest of friends ; his own language bore the
strongest expressions of friendship—of friendship, and no more ;
but the widow would often insinuate that he felt more than he
expressed ; and when Harriet’s spirits could bear a little rail-
lery, her landlady did not want for jokes on the subject.

These suggestions of another have a greater effect than is
often imagined ; they are heard with an ease which does not
alarm, and the mind habituates itself to take up such a credit on
their truth as it would be sorry to lose, though it is not at the
trauble of examining. Harriet did not seriously think of Sindall
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as of one that was her lover; but she began to make such
arrangements, as not to be surprised if he should.

One morning, when Sir Thomas had called to conduct her on
@ visit to her brother, Mrs. Eldridge rallied him at breakfast on
his being still a bachelor. ¢ ‘What is your opinion, Miss An-
nesly,” said she; ¢“is it not a shame for one of Sir Thomas’s
fortune not to make some worthy woman happy in the participa-
tion of it?” Sindall submitted to be judged by so fair an arbi-
tress ; he said, “the manners of the court ladies, whose example
bad stretched unhappily too far, were such as made it a sort of
venture to be married ;” he then paused for a moment, sighed,
and, fixing bis eyes upon Harriet, drew such a picture of the
woman whom he would choose for a wife, that she must have
had some sillier qualities than mere modesty about her, not to
have made some guess at his meaning.

In short, though she was as little wanting in delicacy as most
women, she began to feel a certain interest in the good opinion
of Sindall, and to draw some conclusions from his deportment,
which, for the sake of my fair readers, I would have them
remember, are better to be slowly understood than hastily
indulged.

CHAPTER XX.

An accident, which ma ibly be imagined somewhat more than
" T otdental.

THoucH the thoughts of Annesly’s future situation could not
hut be distressful to his sister and him, yet the deliverance. from
greater evils, which they had experienced, served to enlighten
the prospect of those they feared. His father, whose consolation
always attended the calamity he could neither prevent nor cure,
exhorted his son (in an answer to the account his sister and he
had transmitted him of the events contained in the preceding
chapter) to have a proper sense of the mercy of his God and
his king, and to bear what was a mitigation of his punishment
with a fontitude and resignation becoming the subject of both.
The same letter informed his children, that though he was noi
well enough recovered to be able to travel, yet he was gaining
ground on his distemper, and hoped, as the season advanced, to
get the better of it altogether. He sent that blessing to his son,
which he was prevented from bestowing personally, with a credit
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for any sum which he might have occasion for against his ap-
proaching departure.

_ His children received additional comfort from the good ac
counts of their father which this letter contained ; and even in
Annesly’s prison, there were some intervals in which they for-
got the fears of parting, and indulged themselves in temporary
happiness.

It was during one of these, that Sindall observed to Harriet
how little she possesed the curiosity her sex was charged with,
who had never once thought of seeing any thing in London that
strangers were most solicitous to see ; and proposed that ve
night to conduct her to the playhouse, where the royal family
were to be present, at the representation of a new comedy.

Harriet turned a melancholy look towards her brother, and
made answer, that she could not think of any amusement that
should subject him to hours of solitude in a prison.

Upon this Annesly was earnest in pressing her to accept Sir
Thomas’s invitation ; he said she knew how often he chose to
be alone, at times when he could most command society } and
that he should find an additional pleasure in theirs, when they
returned to him, fraught with the intelligence of the play.

« But there is something unbecoming in it,” said Harriet, *in
the eyes of others.”

« That objection,” replied Sindall, ¢ will be easily removed ;
we shall go, accompanied by Mrs. Eldridge, to the gallery,
where even those who have many acquaintance in town are
dressed so much in the incognito way, as never to be dis-
covered.”

Annesly repeated his entreaties, Mrs. Eldridge seconded,
Sindall enforced them; and all three urged so many arguments,
that Harriet was at last overcome ; and to the play they accord-
ingly went.

Though this was the first entertainment of the sort at which
Harriet had ever been present, yet the thoughts of her absent -
brother, in whose company all her former amusements had been
enjoyed, so much damped the pleasure she should have felt from
this, that as soon as the play was over, she begged of her con-
ductor to return, much against the desire of Mrs. Eldridge, who
entreated them to indulge her by staying the farce. But Harriet
seemed so uneasy at the thoughts of a longer absence from her
brother, that the other’s solicitations were at last over-ruled ; and
making shift to get through the crowd, they left the house, and
set out in a hackney coach on their return.

They had got the length of two or three streets on their way,
when the coachman, who indeed had the appearance of being
exceedingly drunk, drove them against a post. by which acci-
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dent one of the wheels was broken to pieces, and ihe carriage
itself immediately overturned. Sindall had luckily put down the
glass on that side but a moment before, to look at somvthing, so
that they escaped any mischief which might have ensued from
the breaking of it ; and, except the ladies being extremely fright-
ened, no bad consequences followed. This disaster happened
just at the door of a tavern; the mistress of which, seeing the
discomposure of the ladies, very politely begged them to step
into her own room, till they could readjust themselves, and pro-
cure another coach from a neighboring stand, for which she pro-
mised immediately to dispatch one of her servants. All this
while Sir Thomas was venting his wrath against the coachman,
continuing to cane him most unmercifully, till stopped by the in-
tercession of Hamriet and Mrs. Eldridge, and prevailed upon to
accompany them into the house, at the obliging request of its
mistress. He asked pardon for giving way to his passion,
which apprehension for their safety, he said, had occasioned ;
and taking Harriet’s hand with a look of the utmost tenderness,.
inquired if she felt no hurt from the fall? Upon her answering,
that, except the fright, she was pefectly well ; “then all is well,”
said he, pressing her hand to his bosom, which rose to meet it
with a sigh. o

He then called for a bottle of Madeira, of which his compan-
ions drank each a glass ; but upon his presenting another, Mrs.
Eldridge declared she never tasted any thing between meals,
and Harriet said that her head was already afiected by the glass
she had taken. This, however, he attributed to the effects of the
overturn, for which another bumper was an infallible remedy ;
and, on Mrs. Eldridge’s setting the example, though with the
utmost reluctance, Harriet was prevailed upon to follow it.

She was seated on a settee at the upper end of the room,
Sindull sat on a chair by her, and Mrs. Eldridge, from choice,
was walking about the room ; it somehow happened that, in a
few minutes, the last mentioned lady left her companions by
themsetves.

Sindall, whose eyes had not been idle before, cast them now
to the ground with a look of the most feeling discomposure; and
gently hfting them again, “I know net,” said he, ¢ most lovely
of women, whether I should venture to express the sensations
of my heart at this moment ; that respect which ever attends a
love so sincere as mine, has hitherto kept me silent; but the
late accident, in which all that I hold dear was endangered, has
opened every sluice of tenderness in my soul, and I were more
or less than man, did T resist the impulse of declaring it.”
* This is no place, Sir,”~—said Harriet, trembling, and covered
with blushes.—¢ Every place,” cried Sindall,is sacred to love,
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where my Harriet is.” At the same time he threw himself on
his knees before her, and imprinted a thousand burning kisses
on her hand.  “ Let go my band, Sir Thomas,” she cried, her
voice faltering, and her cheek overspread with a still higher
glow: ¢«Never, thou cruel one,” said he, (raising himself gently
till he had gained a place on the settge by her side,) ¢ never, til)
you listen to the dictates of a passion too violent to be longer
resisted.” At that instant some bustle was heard at the door,
and presently after, a voice, in a country accent, vaciferating,
«It is my neighbor’s own daughter, and I must see her imme-
diately.”—The door burst open, and discovered Jack Ryland,
Mirs. Eldridge following him, with a countenance not the most
expressive of good-humor.

« Ryland !” exclaimed the baronet, ¢ what is the meaning of
this ;” advancing towards him. with an air of fierceness and in-
dignation, which the other returned with a hearty shake by the
hand, saying, he was rejoiced to find Miss Harriet in so good
company,—* Dear Mr. Ryland,” said she, * a little confusedly,
I am happy to see you; but it is odd—I cannot conceive—tell
us, as Sir Thomas was just now asking, how you came to find
us out here 1” . .

« Why, you must understand, Miss,” returned Jack, * that I
have got a little bit of a legacy left me by a relation here in Lion-
don; as I was coming upon that business, I thought I could do
no less than ask your worthy father’s commands for you and
Mr. William. So we settled matters, that, as our times, I believe,
will agree well enough, I should have the pleasure, if you are not
otherwise engaged, of conducting you home again. I came to
town only this day, and after having eat a mutton-chop at the inn
where I lighted, and got myself into a little decent trim, I set out
from a place they call Piccadilly, ] think, asking every body I
met which was the shortest road to Newgate, where I under-
stood your brother was to be found. But I was like to make a
marvellous long journey on’t ; for besides that it is a huge long
way, as I was told, I hardly met with one person that would give
4 mannerly answer to my-questions: to be sure they are the
most humorsome people here in London, that I ever saw in my
life ; when I asked the road to Newgate, one told me, I was
not likely to be long in finding it; another bade me cut the first
throat I met, and it would show me ; and a deal of such out-of-
the-way jokes. At last, while I was looking round for some
civil-like body to inquire of, who should I see whip past me ina
coach, but yourself with that lady, as I take it; upon which I
hallooed out to the coachman to stop, but he did not hear me, as
I suppose, and.drove on as hard as ever. I followed him close
at the heels for some time, till the street he turned into being
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much darker than where I saw you first, by reason there were
none of your torches blazing there, I fell headlong into a rut in
the middle of it, and lost sight of the carriage before I could re-
cover myself. However, I ran down a righthand road, which
I guessed you had taken, asking any bedy I thought would give
me an answer, if they had seen a coach with a handsome young
woman in’t, drawn by a pair of dark bays; but, I was only
laughed at for my pains, till T fell in, by chance, with a simple
countryman like myself, who informed me, that he had seen
such a one overturned just before this here large house ; and
the door being open, I stept in without more ado, till I happened
to hear this lady whispering something to another about Sir
Thomas Sindall, when I guessed that you might be with him, as
acquaintances will find one another out, you know ; and so here
I am, at your service and Sir Thomas’s.”

This history afforded as little entertainment to his hearers as
it may have done to the greatest part of my readers ; but it gave
Sir Thomas and Harriet time enough to recover from that con-
fusion into which the appearance of Ryland had thrown both of
them ; though with this difference, that Harriet’'s was free from
the guilt of Sindall’s, and did not even proceed from the least
suspicion of any thing criminal in the intentions of that gen-
tleman.

Sir Thomas pretended great satisfaction in having met with
his acquaintance, Mr. Ryland; and, having obtained another
backney coach, they drove together to Newgate, where Jack
received & much sincerer welcome from Annesly, and they
passed the evening with the greatest satisfaction.

Not but that there was something unusual in the bosom of
Harriet, from the declaration of her lover, and in his, from the
attempt which Providence had interposed to disappoint. He
consoled himself, however, with the reflection, that he had not
gone such a length as to alarm her simplicity, and took from the
mortification of the past, by the hope of more successful villany.
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OHAPTEB. IXI

An account ofAnnody’o departure.

Ir was not loag before the.time arrived, in which. Annesl)
was to bid udmnﬁo his native couatry, for the term which the
mercy of his: sovereign had allotted for his punishment. He.
behaved, at this juncture, with,a determined sort of coolnegs, not
easily expected from one of his warnith of feelings, at a time of
life when these are in their fullest viger, His sister, whose
gontle heart began to droop .under the thoughts of their separa-
tion, he employed every argument to comfort. He bade her re-
member, that it had been determined he should be absent for
some years before this necessity of his absence had arisen.
% Suppose ‘me on my travels,” eaid he, ¢« my Harriet, but for a
longer term, and the sum of this calamity is exhausted ; if there
are bardships awaiting me, think how I should otherwise expiate

,my follies and my.crimes. . The: punishments of Heaven, our
father.has often told us, are mercneh ta its children; mine, I hope,
will have a dduble effect; to wipe away my former oﬂ'encee, and

. prevent my effending for the future.” -

He was actpated by the same. steadiness of - spirit in the dis-.

Ersu.l of what money his father’a credit enabled him to command.

called in an exact account of his debts, those to Sindall nat
excepted, and discharged them in full, much against the inclina-
tion of Sir Thomas, who insisted, as much as in decency he
could, on cancelling every abligation of that sort to himself. But

Annesly was positive i his resolution ; and after having cleared

thése incumbrances, he -embarked, with only a few shillings in
his pocket, saying, that he weuld never pinch his father’s age to
mitigate the pamishment which his son had more than deserved.

- There was unother account to settle, which he found a more
difficult task. . The parting with his sister he knew not how to
accomplish, without.such a pang as her tender frame could very

ill support. At length he resolved to take at least from its

solomnity,if he could not alleviate its anguish. Having sat,

therefore, with Harriet till past. nndmghl, on the eve of his de- -

parture, which he employed in renewing his arguments of con-

solation, and earnestly recommending to her to keep up those -

spirits which should support her father and herself, he pretended

a desire to sleep, appointed an hour for breakfasting with her in

the morning ; and so soon as he could prevail on her to leave

hlm. he went on board the boat, which waited to carry him, and
21
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some unfortunate companions of his voyage, to the ship destined
to transport them.

Sir Thomas accompanied him a little way down the river, till,
at the earnest desire of his friend, he was carried ashore in a
sculler, which they happened to meet on their way. When they
parted, Annesly wrung his hands, and dropping a tear on it,
which hitherto he had never allowed himself to shed. « To my
faithful Sindall,” said he, “ I leave a trust more precious to this
bosom than every other earthly good. Be the friend of my father,
as you have been that of his undeserving son, and protect my
Harriet’s youth, who has lest that protection a brother. should
have afforded her. If the prayers of a wretched exile in a
foreign land can be heard of Heaven, the name of his friend
shall rise with those of a parent and a sister in his hourly bene-
dictions ; and if at any time you shall bestow,a thenght upon
him, remember the only comfort of which adversity has not de-
prived him, the confidence of his Sindall’s kiridness to those
whom he has left weeping behind him,”

Such was the charge which Annesly gave ‘and Smdall re-.

‘ceived ; he received it with a tear; a tear, which the better

part of his nature had yet reserved from the ruins of principle,

of justice, of humanity. It fell involuritarily at the time, and he
thought of it afterwards with. a blush-—Such was the system of
self-applause which the refinements of vice had taught him, and
such is the honor she. has reared for the worship of her votaries !
., Annesly kept his eyes fixed on the lights of London, till the

increasing distance depuved them of their abject. - Nor did his
-imagination fail him in the picture, after.that help was taken
from-him. The form of the weeping Harriet, lovely in her
grief, still swam before his sight ; on the back ground stood a
venerable figure, turning his eyes to heaven, while-a tear that
swelled~in gach dropped for the sacrifice of his sorrow, and a
~ bendingangel accepted it-as incense. )

Thus, by a series of dissipation, so easy in its progress, that,
if my tale were fiction, it would be thought too simple, was
this unfortunate young man fost to himself, his friends, and his
country. Take but a few ineidents away and it is the hlatory
of theusands. Let. not those, who have escaped the punish-
ment of Annesly, look with indifference on the patticipation of
his guilt, nor suffer the present undisturbed enjoyment of their
criminal pleasures, to blot from their minds the 1dea of future
retribution. -



THE MAN OF THE WORLD.. 243

CHAPTER XXIL

Harnet is informed of her brother's departure,—she leaves London on her
. return home.

SixparLL took upon himeself the charge of communicating the -
intelligence of Annesly’s departure to his sister. She received
it with an entrancement of sorrow, which deprived her of its
expression ; -and when at last her tears found their way to utter
it, % Is he gone 1" said she, «“and shall J never see him more ?
cruel Billy! Oh! Sir Thomas, I had a thousand things to say!
and has he left me without a single adieu 1¥~— It was in kind-
ness to you, Miss' Annesly,” answered the baronet, “ that he
did so.”—¢ I believe you,” said she, “ I know it was ; and yet,
methinks, he should have bid me farewell—I could have stood
it, ndeed I could—I am not so weak as you think me; yet
Heaven knows'I bave need of ‘strength”—and she burst into:
tears again. . ’ ,

Sir Thomas did not want for expressions of comfort or of
kindness, nor did be fail, amidst the assurances of his friendship,
Jo suggest those tender sensations which his bosom felt on ac-
count of Miss Annesly. She gave hith & warmth of gratitude
in return, which, though vice may sometimes take advantage of
it, virtue can never blame. ' . ' ’ :

. His protestations were interrupted by the arrival of Ryland,
who had accidently heard of Annesly’s embarkment. Jack had
‘but few words to .communicate’ his feelings by ; but his eyes
helped them out with an honest tear. ¢ Your brother, I hear,
is gone, Miss Harriet,” said he: * well, Heaven bless him
wherever he goes I” .. :

Harriet begged to know when it would suit his convenience
to leave Londou, saying, that every day she stayed there now
would reproach her absence from her father. Jack made answer,

- that he could be ready to attend ber at an hour’s warning ; for that
nis business.in London was finished,and as for pleasure,he could
dod none in it. It was agreed, therefore, contrary to the zealous
uvice of Sir Thomas and Mrs. Eldridge, that Harriet should
set off, accompaaied by Mr. Ryland, the very next morning.

Their resolution was accomplished, and they set out by the
break-of day. ‘Sindall accompanied them on horseback several

- stages, and they dined together about forty miles from London.
Here, having settled their route according to"a plan of Sir Tho-
mas’s, who seemed to be perfectly versant in the geography of
“he country through whieh .they were to pass, he was |revailed



44 THE MAN OF THE “WORLD.

on, by the earnest entreaty of Harriet, to return to London, and
leave her to perform the rest of the journey under the protection
of Mr. Ryland.

On their leaving the.int.at whlch they dined, there occurred
an incident, of which, though the reader may have observed me
not apt to dwell‘on trifling circumstances, T cannot help taking
notice. While they were ut dinuer, they were frequently dis-
turbed by the boisterous mirth of a company in the room imme-
diately. adjoining, . This, owe of -the waiters:informed them,
proceeded from a genﬂeman, who, he believed, was truelhng
from London down into the country,and, having no-compenion,
had associated with the landlord over.a bottle of claret, which,
according te the waiter’s accbunt, his homor had made so free
with, as to. be in a merrier, or, as that word may generally be
translated, a- more noise~making mood than usual. As Sindeil
was handing Harriet into the postchaise, they observed a gentle-
man, whom they cancluded to be the same-whose voice they had
so often heard at dinner, standing in the passage that led to the
door. When the lady passed. bim, he trod, either accidentally
or on purpose, on the skirt of her gown behind ; and as she
turned about to get rid of the stop, having now'got sight of :her
 face, he exclaimed, with an oath, that she wes an angel ; and,
seizing the hand with which she was disengaging her gown,,
pressed it to his lips in 20 rude a manner, that even his drunk-
enness could not excuse it ; at least.it could pot to Simdally
who, stepping between him and Miss.Annesly, laid bold of his
-coliar; and sbaking him vialently, demanded how. he dared to
affront the lady ; and insisted on his immediately usking her
pardon.. “ Dammee,” said be, hiccuping, “ not on compulsion,
dammee, for you por-any. men, dammee.” * The.landiord and
Mr. Ryland now-ibterposed, and, with the assistance of Harriet,
pacified Sir Thomas, from the consideration of the gentleman’s.
being in a temperary state of. ipsanity : :Sindall accordingly let
go his hold, ard went on with Harriét to the chaise, while-the
ather, readjusting his. neckcloth, swore that howonld htve e
ofher peep at the girl notwithstanding. .

When Harriet' was seated in the chnn, Smddl took m:
of the flutter inte which this acoident had.thrown het ; she con-
fessed thatshe had been a good deal alaimed, lést there should
have been a quarrel on_ker account; and begged Sir-‘Thomens;-
xfhehadmymgudhhamof mind, to think no more of
any vengéance aganinst the otiier gemilernmm, - « Fear not, my
adorable Harriet,”” whispered Bir ‘Thomas ; «if I thought there
were one kind-remembrance of Sindall in that heavenly bosom™"

—the chaise drove én—she bloshed a reply 4o this unﬁnuhd
speech, and bowed. smilingy to its euthon
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+ . . CHAPTER XXIIL

Harriet ‘pmeeed'u.;n her journey with Ryland.—A ‘very duiing attack i
' " made upon them.<~The consequences, -

Noraine farther kappened worthy of recording, till towards
the cldse of that journey whieh Sir Thomas's direction had
marked out for their first day’s progrese. - Ryland. had: before
bbserved, that Sir Thomus’s short romds-had turned cut very
sorty ones'; and wher it began to be dark, Harriet's fears
made her take netice,. that théy had got :apon-a large cormmon,
where for a great-way round, there was not a house to be seen.
Nor was she at all relieved by the information: of the postboy,
who, upon being interrogated by Ryland aa te the :safety of the
road, answered, “To be sure master; Pve known some high-
waymen frequent this common, and there stands a gibbet- hard
by, where.two of them have hung these three years.” He had
scarcely uttered this speech, when the noise of horsemen was
-heard behind thém, at which Miss Annesly's heart began to pal-
itate, nor was her companion’s free from unusual . agitation.
e asked the posthoy it a-low voice, if he knew the riders
“who were coming up behind ; the boy answered in the negative,
but that he needed not be afraid, as he ahserved a cariage along
with them. - < s ‘ o
The first of the horsemen nvw pdssed the chaise in which
Ryland and Harriet were, and nt the distance of a. few yards
“they crossed the road, and raude a halt on.the other side of it.
Harriet’s fears were mow too much alarmed to be quisted by
the late assurances of the postboy: she was not, indeed, long
suffered to renfain in a state of suspense; one of those objects
of her terror called te the driver to stop ; which the lad had no
sooner complied with, than he rode up to the side of the carriage
where the lady was seated, and told her, in a tone rather pe-.
remptory than threatening, that she must allow that gentleman
(meariing Ryland) to accept of a seat in'another earriage, which
was just behind, and do him and his friends the honor of taking
one of them for her companion. He received no answer to this
demand, she to whom it was madé having fainted into the arms
of her terrified fellow-traveller.~ In this state of insensibility,
Ryland was forced, by the imhuman ruffian and his associates,
to leave her, and enter a chaise which now drew up to receive
him ; and one of the gang, whose appearance bespoke some-
*ﬂ‘ﬁng of & higher rank than the rest, peated himself by her, and
L)

<o
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was very assiduous in using preper means for her recovery.
When that was effected, he begged her, in terms of great polite-
ness, not to make herself in the least uneasy, for that no harm
was intended. ¢ Oh heavens !’ she cried, “ where am 1?
What would you have ? Whither would you carry me? Where
is Mr. Ryland 1”—* If you mean the gentleman in whose com-
pany you were, Madam, you may be assured, that nothing il
shall happen to him any more than to yourself.”—¢Nothing ill !””
said she ; “ merciful God! Whet do yoy.igtend to do.with me?”
~—=¢ I would not do you-a mischief for the world,” answered hs,
“ and if you will be patient for a little time, you shall be satis-
fied thet you are in daziger of none.”—All this while they forced
the posthay ta drive on full speed ; and there was light enough
for Harriet to diacover,. that the road they took had so little the
appearance of a frequented oue, that there was but a very small
chance of her meeting,with any relief. In a short time after,
however, when the moon shining out mads it lighter, she found
they were obliged to slacken their pace, from -being met, in a
narrow part of- the road, by some persons on horseback. The
thoughts of a relief recruited s little her exbausted spirits ; and
baving got down the front glass, she called out as loud as she
was able, begging their assistanee to rescue a miserable crea-
ture from ruffians. One, who attended the carriage by way of
guard, exclaimed, that it was only a poor wretch out of her
senses, whom her friends were conveying to a place of security :
but Harriet, notwithstending some endeavors of the. man in the
chaise to prevent her, cried out with greater vehemence than
before, entreating them, for God’s sake, to pity and relieve her.
By this time one, who had been formerly behind, came up to
the front of the party they had met, and overhearing this last
speech of Harriet’s—+ Good God!” said he, * can it be Miss
Annesly 1" - Upon this, her companion in the catriage jumped
out with a pistel in his hand, and presently she heard the report
of fire-arms, at which the horses taking fright, ran furiously
across the fields for a considerable way before their driver was
able to stop them. He had scarcely accomplished that, when he
was accosted by a servant in livery, who bade him fear nothing,
for that his master had obliged the villains to make off.—¢« Eter-
nal blessings on him !” cried Harriet, « and to that Providence
whose instrument he is.”*—«To bave been of any service to
Miss Annesly,” replied a gentleman who now appeared leading
his horse, *rewards itself.” It was Sindall!—¢ Gracious

owers !” exclaimed the astonished Harriet, “ can it be you, Sir

homas 1— Compose yourself, my dear Miss Annesly,” said
he, “lest the surprise of your deliverance should overpower
your spirits.”—He had opened the door of the chaise, and Har-

4 ’
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riet by a natural motion, made room for him to sit by her. Hg,
‘accordingly gave his horse to a servant, and stepped into the
chaise, directing the driver to strike down a particular path,
which weuld lead him to a small inn, where he had sometimes
_passed the night when a-hunting.

When he pulled up the glass, «Tell me, tell me, Sir Thomas,”
said Harriet, * what guardian angel directed you so unexpectedly
to my relief 1”—«That guardian angel, my fairest, which I trust
will ever direcs us to happiness ; my love, my impatient love,
that could not bear the tedious days which my Harriet’s pre-
sence had ceased ta brighten.” When she would have ex-
pressed the warmth of her gratitude for his services: ¢ Speak
not of them,” said he ; I only risked a life in thy defence, which,
without thee, it is- nothing to possess.”

They wow reached that inn to which Sindall had directed
them ; where if they found a homely, yet it was a cordial recep-
. tion, , The landlady, who had the most obliging and attentive
behaviour in the world, having heard of the accident which had
befallen the lady, produced some waters which, she said, were
highly cordial, and begged Miss Annesly to take a large glass
of them ; informing her, that they were made after a receipt of
her grandmother’s, who was one of the most notable doctresses
in the country. Sir Thomas, however, was not satisfied with
this prescription alone, but dispatched one of his servants to
fetch a neighboring surgeon, as Miss Annesly’s alarm, he said,
‘might have more serious consequences than people, ignorant of
such things, could imagine. For this surgeon, indeed, there
seemed more employments than one; the sleeve of Sir Thomas’s
shirt was discovered to be all over blood, owing, as he imagined,
to the grazing of a pistol ball which had been fired at him. This
himself " treated very lightly, but it awakened the fears and ten-
derness of Harriet in the liveliest manper. -

The landlady now put a question, which indeed might nuturaﬂy
have suggested itself before ; to wit, Whom they suspected to be
the instigators of this outrage’l Sir Thomas answered, that, for
" his part, he could form no probable conjecture about the matter ;
and, turning to Miss Annesly, asked her opinion on the subject ;
« Sure,” said he, ** It could net have been that ruffian who was
rude to you at the inn where we dined.” Harriet answered, that
she could very well suppose it might ; adding, that though in the
confusion she did not pretend to have taken very distinct notice
of things, yet she thought there was a person standing at the
door, near to that drunken gentleman, who had some resem-
blance to the man that sat by her in the chaise.

They were interrupted by the arrival of the surgeon, which,
from the vigilance of the servant happened in a much shorter

~
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time than could have been expected; and Harriet peremptorily
insisted, that, before-he took any charge of  lier; he should
examine and dress the wound on Sir Thomas’s arm: To this,
therefore, the baronet was obliged to consent ; and after having
been some time with the operator in an adjeining chamber, they
‘returned together, Sir Thomas’s arm being slung in a pieeé of
crape, and the surgeon declaring, highly to Miss Annesly’s sat:
isfaction, that with proper care there was no sort of danger;
though he added, that if the shot had taken a direction but haif
an inch more to the left, it would have shatteted the bone to _
pieces. This last declaration drove the blood agein from Har-
‘riet's cheek, and contributed, perhaps, more than any thing eise,
to that quickness and tremulation of pulse which the surgeon,
on applying his finger to her wrist, prenounced to be the case.
‘He ordered his- patient to be undrest; which was wecordingly
done; the landlady accommodated her with ‘a bedgown of her
own ; and then, having mulled a little wine, he mixed in it some
powders of his own composition, a-seetet, he said, of the gresdtest
efficacy in readjusting any disorders in the neryous' system ; of
which draught he recommended a large teacup full to be taken
immediately. Harriet objected strongly against these powders,
till the surgeon seemed to grow angry at her refusal, and reca-
pitulated in a very rapid manner, the success which their admin-
istration had in many great families who did him the honor of
employing him. Harriet, the gentleness of whose pature could
offend no one living, overcame her reluctance, and swallowed
the dose that was offered her. c o .

The indignation of my soul has with difficulty submitted so
long-to this cool description of @ scene of the most exquisite vil-
lany. The genuineness of my tale needs not the uid of sur-
prise to interest the feelings- of my readers. - It'is with horror I
tell them, that the various incidents, which this and the preceding
chapter contain, were but the prelude of a design formed by Sin-
-dall for the destruction of that innocence, which was the dowry
of Annesly’s daughter. He had conttived a route the most pro-
per for the success of his machinations, which the ignorance of
Ryland was prevailed on to follow: he had bribed a set of ban-
ditti to execute that sham rape, which his seeming valor ‘was to
prevent; he had scratched his wrist with a penknife, to make the
appearance of being wounded-in the cause ; he had trained his
victim to the house of a wretch whom he had -before employed
in purposes of a similar kind; he had dressed one of his own
creatures to personate a surgeon, and that surgeon, by his direc-
tions, had administered certain powders, of which the damnable -
effects were to assist the execution of his villany.

Beset with toils like these, his helpless prey was, alas! too

\.
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ivch in’his- power to have ‘any chance of escape; and that
guilty night completed the ruin of her, whom, but the day before,
the friend of Sindill, in the angmsh of his soul, had recom- -
mended to his care and protection.——— -

Let me close this chapter on the monstrous doed'—Thut
such things are, is a thought distressful to humanity——their
detail can gratlfy no mmd that deserves to be gratified.

CHAPTER XXIV.

-

The situation of Ho,mef, and the conduct of Sindall. —They proceed homo-
ward.-—Some incidents in their jouney.

' I wouLp describe, if I could, the anguish which the-fecollec-
tion of the succeeding day brought on the mind of Harriet
Annesly.-—But it is in such passages, that the expression of the
writer will do little justice even to his own &elmgs ;s muech must
therefore be left to those of the reader.

The poignancy of her own distress was doubled by the idea
of Yer father’s{ a father's whose pride, whose comfort, buta
few weeks ago, she had been, to whom she was ndw to return
deprived -of that innocence which could never be restored. I
should rather say that honor; for guflt it :could not be called,
under the circumstances into which she had been betrayed ; but
the world ‘has ltittle distinction' to make; and the fall of her,
whom ‘the deepest villany has clrcumven\ed it brands with that
common degree of infamy, which, in its )ustwce, it always - ml-
putes to the side of the less ctiminal party.

Sindall’s pity {for we will do him no injustice) might be toueh
ed; his passion was but little abated; ‘amd he employed the lan-
guage of bothr to comfort the afflictron he had caused. From the
violence of what, by fhre perversion of words, is termed love, he
excused the guilt of his past conduct, and protested his readiness
to wipe it away by the fature. He begged that Harriet would not
suffer her delicacy to make hér unhappy under thé sense of their
"cotinexion ; he vowed that he considered her as his wife, and
“that, as soon as particular ciréumstances would allow hins, he
would make her what the world called so, though the sacredness

“of his attachment was above bemg increased by any form what-
“ever.

There was something in the mind of Harriet whlch allowed
her little ease under all these protestations of regard; but they
took off the edge of her present affliction, and she heard them,:
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if not with a warmth of hope, at least with an alleviation. of
despair. A .

'I?;:y now set out on their return to the peaceful mansion of
Annesly. How blissful, in. any other circumstances, had Har-
riet imagined the sight of a father, whom she pow trembled to
behold! . : .

They had not proceeded many miles, when they were met by
Ryland, attended by a number of rustics, whom he had assembled
for the purpose of searching after Miss Annesly. It was only
" indeed by the lower class that the account he gave had been
credited, for which those who did not believe it cannot much be
blamed, when we conmsider its improbability, and likewise that
Jack’s persuasive powers were not of a sort that easily induces
persuasion, even when not disarranged by .the confusion and
fright of such en adventure. = . '

His joy at finding Harriet safe in the protection of Sir Thomas,
was equally turbulent with his former fears for her welfare. . After
rewarding his present associates with the greatest part of. the
money in bis pecket, he proceeded, in a manner not the most
distinct, to give an account of what befel himself subsequent to
that violence which had torn him from his companion. The
chaise, he said, into which he was forced, drove, by several cross
roads, about three or four miles from the place where they were
first attacked ; it then stopping, his attendant commanded him
to get out, and, pointing to a farmhouse, which by the light of
the moon was discernible at some distance, told him, that, if he
" went thither, be would find accommodation for the night, and
might pursue his journey with safety in the morning.

He now demanded; in his turn, a recital from Harriet of her
share of their common calamity, which she gave him in the few
words the present state of her spirits could afford. ,"When she
had ended, Ryland fell on his knees in gratitude to Sir Thomas
for her deliverance. Harriet turned on Sindall a look infinitely
expressive, and it was followed by a starting tear.

They had now proceeded to the next stage on their way
bomeward, Sindall declaring, that, after what had happened, he
would, on no account, leave Miss Annesly, till he had delivered
her safe into the hands of her father. She heard this speech
with a sigh so deep, that if Ryland had possessed much pene-
tration, he would bave made conjectures of something uncom-
mon in her mind ; but he was guiltless of imputing to others,
what his honesty mever experienced in himself. Sir Thomas
observed it better, and gently chid it by squeezing her band in his.

At the inn where they first stopped, they met with a gentle-
man who made the addition of a fourth person to their party,
.being an officer who was going down to the same part of the
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country on recruiting orders, and happened to be a particular
uaintance of Sir ‘Thomas Sindall : his name was Camplin.

e afforded to their society an ingredient of which at present
it seemed to stand pretty much in need ; to wit, a proper share
of mirth and humor, for which nature seemed by a profusion ot
animal spirits, to bave very well fitted him. She bad not per-
haps bestowed on him mueh sterling wit ; but she had given
him abundence of that counterfeit assurance, which frequently
passes more current than the real. In this company, to which
chance had associated him, he had an additional advantage from

the presence of Ryland, whom he very soon discovered to be

of that order of men called Butts, those easy cushions (to
borrow a metaphor of Otway’s) on whom the wits of the world
-repose and fatten. . Besides all this, he had-a fund of conver-
sation, arising from the adventureg of a life, which according to
his own-account, he had passed equally in the perils of war and
the luxuries of peace; his memoirs affording repeated instances
of his valor in dangera of the field, his address in the society of
the great, and his gallantry in connexions with the fair.

But lest the reader should imagine, that the real-portraiture
of this gentieman was to be found in those lineaments which he
drew of himself, I will take the liberty candidly, though bneﬂy,
to communicate, some particulars relating to his quality, his sit-
uation, and his character.

He was the son of a man who called himself an attomey, in
‘a village adjoining to Sir Thomas Sindall’s estate.. His father,

8ir William, with whom I made my readers a little acquainted
in the beginning of my story, had found this same lawyer useful .

in carrying on some proceedings against his poor neighbors,
which the delicacy of ,more established practitioners in the law
might possibly have Boggled at; and he had grown into conse-
quence with the baronet, from that plianey of disposition which
was suited to his service. Not that Sir William was naturally
-cruel or oppressive, but he had an exalted idea of the conse-
quence which a great estate confers on its possessor, which
was irritated beyond measure when any favorite scheme of his
was opposed by a man of little fortune, however just or proper
" his reasons for opposition might be ; and, though a good sort of
man, as I have before observed, his vengeance was implacable.
Young Camplin, who was nearly of an age with Mr. Tommy
Sindall, was frequently at Sir William’s in quality of a depen-
dunt companion to his gen; and before the baronet died, he
bhad procured him an ensign’s commission in a regiment, which
some years after was stationed in one of our garrisons abroad,
where Ca.mphn, much against his inclination, was under a ne-
cessity of joining it.
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Here he happened to have an “opportanity' of obliging the
chief in command, by certain littlé offices, which though not
strictly honorable in themselves, are sanctioned by the favor
and countenance of many honorable men; and 8o much did
they attach his commander to the ensign, that the latter was
very soon promoted by bis interest to the rank of ‘& heutenant,
and not long after was enabled to make a very advantageous
purchase of a company. e e .

With this patron also he returned to England, and was. re-
ceived at all times in a very famitiar manner into his houae ;
where he had the honor of carving geed dishes, whieh he was
sometimes permitted to taste, of langhing at jokes whith he
was sometimes allowed to make, and carried an obsequious
face into all companies, who were not: treated with such ‘extra-
ordinary respect as to preclude his approach. : .

- About this fime, his father, whose business in the coun
had not increased since the death of 8ir William Sindall, had
settled in London, where -the reader will recollect the having
met with him in a former chapter; but the captain, during his
patron’s residence there, lived too near -8t.James’s to make
many visits to Gray’s Inn; and after.that gentleman left ‘the
town, he continued to move amidst a-¢ircle of men offashion,
with whom he contrived to live in' a manner whick has been
often defined by the expression of “nobody knows how :”
which-sort of life he had followed uninterruptedly without® ever
joining his regiment, till he was now obliged by the chiange of
a colonel, to take some of the duty in his turn, and .wes ordered
a-recruiting, as I have taken due occasion to relate.

In this company did Harriet return to her father. - As the
news of disaster is comimonly speedy in -its course, the good
man had already been confusedly informed of the attack which

'had been made on his daughter.” To him, therefore, this meet-

ing was so joyful, as almost to blot from his remembrance the
calamities which had lately befallen his family. - But far differ-
ent were the sensations of Harriet: she shrunk from the sight of
a parent, of whose purity she now conceived herself wnworthy,
and fell blushing on his neck, which she bathed with a profusion
of tears. This he imagined to proceed from her sensibiity of
those woes which her unhappy brother had suffered ; and ke
forbore to take notice of her distress, any otherwise than by
maintaining a degree of' cheerfulness himself, much above what
the feelings of his heart could warrant.

He was attended, when her fellow travellers accompanied
Miss Anuesly to his house, by a gentleman, whom he, now in-
troduced to her by the name of Rawlinson, saying he was a

very worthy friend of his, who had lately returned from abroad



THE MAN OF THE WORLD. 253

MHarriet; indeed, recollected to have heard her father mention
such a one in their conversation before. Though a good deal
younger than Annesly, he had been a very intimate school-fel-
low of his in London, from which place he was sent to the East
Indies, and retumed as was common'in those days, with some
thousand pounds, and a good conscience, to his native cotntry.
A genuine plainness of mamners, and a warm benevolence of
heart, neither the refinements of life, nor the subtleties of traffic,
‘Iad been able to weaken in Rawlinson ; and he set out under
the impression of both, immediately after his arrival in England,

" to visit a companion, whose virtues he remembered with ven-
eration, and the value of whose friendship he had not forgotten.
Annesly received him with the welcome which his fireside ever
afforded to the worthy'; and Harriet, through the dimness of her
grief, smiled on the friend of her father.

— .

' ° CHAPTER XXV.
. Something farther of Mr. Rawlinson.

+* Rawrinson found his reception so agreeable, that he length-
ened his visit much beyond the limits which he at first intended
it; and the earnest request of Annesly, to whom his friend’s
company was equally pleasing, extended them still a little farther.
During this period, he had daily opportunities of observing
“the amiable dispositions of Harriet. He observed, indeed, a
degree of melantholy about her, which seemed extraordinary in
one of her age ; but he was satisfiéd to account forit, from the
relation, which her father had given him, of the situation of his
son, and 'that remarkable tenderness of which his daughter was
susceptible. W:ﬂen viewed in this light, it added to the good
opinion which he already entertained of kier.
His esteem for Miss Annesly showed itself by every mark of .
“attention, which a regard for the other sex unavoidably prompts
m ours ; and a young woman, or her father, who had no more
penetration in those matters than is common to many, would
not have hesitated to pronounce that Rawlinson was already
the lover of Harriet. Eut as neither she nor her fatlier had any
wishes pointing that way, which had been one great index for dis-
covery, they were void of any suspicion of his intentions, till he
declared them to Annesly himself.
- 22
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He did this with an openness and sincerity conformable- to
the whole of his character. He told his friend, that he had
now made such a fortune as enabled him to live independently,
and that he looked for a companion to participate it, whose
good sense would improve what were worthy, and whose. good
nature would bear what were imperfect in him. He had dis-
covered, he said, so much of both in the mind of Miss, Annesly,
that there needed not the recommendation of being the daughter
of his worthiest friend to determine his choice ; and that, theugh .
he was not old enough to be insensible to beauty, yet he was
wise enough to consider it as the least of her good qualities.

* He added, that he made this application to her father, not to ask
", a partial exertion of his interest in his favor, but only, as the
. commeon friend of both, to reveal his intentions to Miss Harriet.
¢ She has seen me,” said he, “as I am; if not a romantic lover,
I shall not be a different sort of being, should she accept of me
for a husbend ; if she does not, I promise you, I shall be far
from being offended, and will always endeavor to retain her for
my friend, whom I have noright to blame for not choosing to be
my wife.” , ‘

Annesly communicated this proposal to his daughter, with a
fairness, worthy of that with whieh it- had. been entrusted to him:
«] come not,” said he, “ my Harriet, as a despot to command,
not as a father to persuade, but merely as .the friend of Mr.
Rawlinson, to disclose his sentiments ; that you sheuld judge
for yourself,-in a matter of the highest importance to. you, is the
voice of reason and of nature : I blush for those parents who
have thought otherwise. I weuld not even, with a view to this
particular case, obtrude my adyice ; in general, you have heard
1Iny opinion before, that the violence which we have been accus- -

-+ tomed to apply to love, is not always necessary towards happi-
ness in marriage ; at_the same time that it is a treason of the
 highest kind in a woman to take him for a husband, whom a
decent affection has not placed in that situation, whence alone
she should choose ene. But my. Harriet has not merely been
taught sentiments ;. I know she has learned the art of forming
them ; and here she shall be entrusted entirely to her own.”

- The feelings of Harriet on this proposal, and the manner in
which her father communicated it, were of so tender a kind, that
she could not restrain her tears. There wanted, indeed, but
little to induce her to confess all that had, passed with Sindall,
and throw herself on the clemency of her indulgent parent. Had
she practised this sincerity, which is the last virtue we should
ever part with, how happy had it been! Bat it required a degree
of fortitude, as well as softness, to make this discovery; besides,
that her seducer had, with the tenderest entreaties, and assur-
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ances of a speedy reparation of her injuries, prevailed on ber to
give him something like a promise of secrecy. -

Her answer to this offer of Mr. Rawlinson’s, expressed her
sense of the obligation she lay under to him, and to her father ;
she avowed an esteem for his character equal to its excellence,
but that it amounted not to. that tender regard which she must

- feel for the man whom she could think of making her busband.

Rawlinson received his friend’s account of this determination
without discomposure. He said, he knew himself well enough
to believe that Miss Annesly had made an honest and a proper
declaration ; and begged to have an interview with -herself, to
show her that he conceived not the smallest resentment at her
refusal, which, ou the contrary, though. it destroyed his hopes,
had increased his veneration for her.’

« Regard- me not,” said he to her when they met, ““with that
aspect of distance, as if you had offended or affronted me ; let
me not lose that look of kindmess which, as . the friend of your‘
father and yourself, I have formerly experienced. I confess
there is one disparity between us, which we elderly men are apt -
to forget, but which I take no offence at being put in mind of.
It is wore than probable that I shall never be married at all.
Since I am not a match for you, Miss Annesly, I would en-
deavor to make you somewhat better, if it is possible, for
another ; do me the favor to accept of this paper, and let it
speak for me, that I would contribute to your happiness, without
the selfish consideration of its being made one with my own.”
So saying he bowed, and retired into an adjoining apartment,
where his friend was seated. * Harriet, upon opening the paper,
found it to.contain bank bills to the amount of & thousand pounds.
Her surprise at this instance of generosity held her, for a few
moments, fixed to the spot; but she no sooner recollected her-
self, than she follpowed Mr. Rawlinson, and putting the paper,
with its contents, into his haud, ¢ Though I feel, Sir,” said she,
“ with the utmost gratitude, those sentiments of kindness and
generosity you have expressed towards me, you will excuse me,
I hope, from receiving this mark of them.”—Rawlinson’s coun-
tenance betrayed some indications of displeasure.—* You do
wrong,” said he, “ young lady, and I will be judged by your
This was a present, 8ir, I intended for the worthiest
woman—the daughter of my worthiest friend ; she is a woman
still, I see, and her pride will no mere than her affections sub-
mit itself to my happiness.” Annesly looked upon the bank
bills: % There is a delicacy, my best friend,” said he, “in our
situation; the poor must ever be cautious, and there is a certain
degree of. pride which is their safest virtue.”—¢ Let me tell
you,” mtermpted the other, “this is not the pride of virtue. It
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is that fantastic nicéty which is a weakness in the soul, and the
dignity of great mirids is above it.  Believe me, the churlish-
ness which cannot oblige, is little more selfish, though in & dif-
ferent mode, than the haughtiness which will not be obliged.””

wWe are instructed, my child,” said Annesly, delivenng her
the paper; “let us show Mr. Rawlinson that we have not that

-narrowness of mind which he has censured; and that we will

pay that last tribute to his worth which the réceiving of a favor
bestows.”

s Indeed, Sir;” said Harriet, “1 little deserve it; I am not, I
am not what he thinks me.—I am not worthy of 'his regard.”
And she burst into tears. They khew not why she wept; but
their eyes shed each e sympathetic' drop, wnhout asking their
reason’s leave.

Mr. Rawlinson speedily set out for London, where his pre-
sence was necessary towards dispatching some business he had
left unfmished, after his retumm to England. He left his friend,
and his friend’s amiable daughter, with a tender regret; while
they, who, in their humble watk of life, had few to whom that
title would belonig, felt his absence with an equal emotion. He
oromised, however, at his departure, to make them another visit
with the return of the sprmg :

CHAPTER XXVI.

Captain Cmplm i again introduced.—The situation of Miss Annesly, with
gentleman’s concern in her

His place was but ill supplied, at their winter's ' ﬁreslde, by
the occasional visits of Camplin, whom Sindall had introduced
to Annesly’s acquaintance. Yet, though this was a character on
which 'Antiesly could not bestow much of his esteem, it had some
good-humored qualities, which did not fail to entertain and amuse
him. But the captain seemed to be less agreeable in that quarter
to which lie principally pointed his attention, to wit, the opinion
of Harriet, to whom he'took' frequent occasion to muke those
speeches, which have just enough of folly in them to acquire the
name of compliments, and somietitnes even ventured to turn
them in so particular a nramner, as if he wished to havé them
understood to mean somewhat more.

The situation of the unfortunate Harriet was such as his
pleasantry could not divert, and his attachment could only dis-
gust. As she had lost that peace of mind which inward satis-
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fartion ulonie can bestew, so she felt the calamity doubléd, by
that obligation to secreey she was under, and.the difficulty
which her predent condition (for shé was now with child) made

- such &’ cortcealment be attended with. Often had- she deter-
thined to reveal, either to hev father or to Mrs. Wistanly, wlio,
of her own sex, was her only friead, the story of her dishonor ;
but Sindall, by repeated solicitations when in the country,and a -
constant correspondence when in town, conjured her to be silent,
for some little time, til} he vould smooth the way for bestowing

- his hund on the only woman whom he hed ever sincerely loved.

One prineipal reasen for his postponing their union, had always
been the necessity for sndeavoring to guin over the assent of
his grandfather by-the ‘mother’s side, from- whom Sindall had
great expectations ; he had, from time to time, suggested this as
diffiealt, and only to be attempied with caution, from the proud
and touchy disposition of the oMl gentleman. He now repre-
sented him as in a very declining state of health ; and that, pro-
‘bably, in a: very short time, his death weuld remove this obstacle
to the warmest wish of a-heart that was ever faithfil to his
Harriet. The flattering language of his letters counld not arvest
- the progress of that time, which must divulge the shame of her
-he had undone ; but they seothed the tumults of a soul to whom
“his villany was yet unkown, and whose affection his appearance
of worth, of friendship, and riobleness of mind, had but too
much entangled. - )

However imperfectly he had accounted for delaying a mar-
ringe, which- he -always professed his intention to perform, the

- delusion was kept up in the éxpectations -of Harriet, til that

: r:riod began to draw near, when it would be impossible any -

nger to cenceal from the world the effects of their intimacy.

Then, indeed, her uneasinéss was not to be allayed by-such ex-
-cuses as Sindall had before‘relied on her artless confidence to
-believe. He wrote her, therefore, an answer to a letter fuil of
-the most earnest_as well as tender expostulations, informing her
of his -laving determined to- ran any risk ‘of inconyenience to
himself, rather than saffer her to remain longer in a state, such
as she had (pathetically indeed) deseribed—That he was to set
out in & few days for the country, to make bimself irdissolubly
hers; but that it was absolutely necessary that she should allow
him to conduct their marriage in a particalar manner; which he
would communicate to her on his airival ; -and begged, as she
valued his peace and her own, that the whole matter might still
remain inviolably secret, as she had hitherto kept it.

. In a few days after the reeeipt of this letter, she received a
mote from Camplin, importing his desire to have an interview
with her on some particulur businéss, whick relatsd equally to

’ 22%
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- her and to Sir Thomas Sindall. The time appeinted was eatly
in the moming of the succeeding day; and the place a little
walk which the villagers used to frequent in holiday times, at

. the back of her father’s garden. This was delivered to her, in

. @ secret mauner, by a little boy, an attendant of that gentleman’s,

- who was a frequent guest in Annesly’s. kitchen, from his talent
at playing the flageolet, which he had acquired in the capacity of

. a drummer to the regiment te which his master belonged. Mys-
terious as the contents of this note was, the amind of Harriet

. easily suggested.to her; that Camplin bad been, in some respect
at least, let into the confidence of Sir Thomas. . She now felt

" the want of: that dignity which innocence bestows, she blushed

_and trembled, even in the presence of this little boy, hecause he
was Camplin’s ; and, with 8 shaking hand, scrawled a note in
answer to that he had bronght her, to let his master know that
she would meet him at the hour he had appomted.——She met

. him accordingly,

He began with making many proteptatlona of his rzgard,

for Miss Annesly and the baronet, which had mduced him, he
said, to dedicate himself to the serviee of both in this affair,
though it was a matter of such delicacy as he would not other-
wise bave chosen to interfere in; and, putting into her hand a
letter from Sindall, told her, be had taken measures for carrying

. into execution the purpese it contained,

: It informed her that Sir Thomas was in the house-of an old

. domestic at some miles distance, where he waited to be made
her’'s. That he had for this secrecy many reasens, with which
he could net by such a. conveyance make her acquainted, but

- which her own prudence would probably suggest. He con-
cluded by recommending her to the care and pzotecuon of

. Camplin, whose honor he warmly. extolled. . -

She.paused a moment on the perusal of this billet.— Oh!
heavens |”- said she, “to what have I reduced myself! Mt.
<Camplm. what am I to do? Whither.are you to carry me!?

" Pardon my confusiop—I scarce know what I say o you.”

«“1 bave a chaise-apd-four ready,” answered Camplin, < at
the end of the lane, which ia an hour or two, Madam, will convey
youto Sir Thomas Sindall.”—« But my father! good Heaven !
to leave my father!” . « Consider,” said he, «it is for a very lit-
tle while, My boy shall carry a note to acquaint him that yeu

-are gone on & visit, and will return in the evening.” ¢ Return!
methinks I feel a foreboging that I shall never return.” He put
a piece of paper and a penci] into her band ; the note was written,
.and dispatched by the boy, to whom he -beckoned at some dis-
tance where he had waited. ¢ Now, Madam,” said he, ¢ let me
conduct you.”———Her knees knocked 8o against each other
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 that it was with. dificully she could walk, even with the suppert

of his arm. They reached the chaise,a servant, who stood by it,

. opened the.door to admit her ;, she put her foot on the step, then

drew it baok .again. * Be not afraid, Madam,” saud Camplin,

.%You geo to be happy.” Sbe put her foot up again, and atood
.in that aftitude @ moment; she cast back a loak to the little man-
.sion of- her father, whence the smoke wag now rolling its vo-

lumes in the cala of a beautiful morming. . A gush of tender-

“ness swelled ber hearf at the sight.  She. burst into tears—But

the crisie of her fute was eomo—and she entered the carriage,

. which drove off at a furious rate, Camplin commaudugg the poa-
uhontomkeumuchspoodu powblg. : .

P . .4.__—_
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TaE. receipt - of that note which Harnat was persuaded by

- Camplin to write to her fathes,. (intimating, that she was_gone

upon a visit to'a family in the.nejghborhood, and not to return

- till the evening,) though her tima of going abroad was somewhat

unusual, did not create.any surprise in the mind of Anaesly; but
it bappened that Mrs. Wistaaly, who .called in the afternoon to
inquire after her young friend, had just left the very house where
her message imparted hes.visit to be made. This set her father
on conjecturing, yet without much anxiety, and with no suspicion;

. but his fears were redoubled when, havmgH set up till a very late

hour, ne ndmgs ayrived of his daughter e went to hed, bow-

. ever, though it ceuld not afford hzm sleep; .at every bark of the

village dogs his heart bounded with the hopes of her return ; but
the morniog arose, and did not restore him his Harriet, .
His uneasiness had been observed by his servants, to whom

.he was too indulgent a master to have his interests considered

by them with less warmth than. their own. Abrabam, therefore,

- who was coeval with his master, and had served him eyer since

he was married, had. sallied forth by day break in search of
intelligence. - He was met accidentally by a huntsman of Sir
Thomas Smdall’s, who informed him, that as he crossed the
lane Wt the back, of the village the morning before, he saw Miss
Annesly leaning on Captain Camplin’s arm, and walking with .
him towards a chaise-and-four, whlcb stood at the end of it.
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Abraham’s cheeks grew pale at this intelligence, bdtanse he had
u sort of instinctive terror for Camplin, whb was in wsé to make
his awkward simplicity a fand for many jests and tricks of mis-
¢thief, during his visits to Annesly. He hastened home to com-
‘municate this discovery to his master, which he did with a-fal-
“tering tongue, and many ejaculations of fear and surprise. An-
nesly received it with less emotion, theugh not without an in-
-eréase of uneasiness. %Yonder,” snid Abraham, looking through
the window, “ig the captain’s Httle boy;” und he fan out of
the room to bring hilm to an examindtion. - The dd, upon being
interrogated, confessed that his master had sent him to hire
a chaise, which was-'to be in waiting at the end of that lane I
have formerly mentioned, at an early hour in the morning, and
that he saw %IISS Annesly go into it attended by the captain,
who had not, any more than- Miss Harriet, been at home or heard
of-since that time. This declaration deprived Annesly of utter-
ance ; but it only added to the warmth of Abraham’s inquisition,
who now mingling threats with his questiohs, drew from the boy
the seeret of his having privately delivered a letter from his mas-
ter to Miss: Annesly, the very ‘night preceding: the .day of - their
departure ; and that a man of his acquaintance, who had stopped
about midday at the ale house where he was quartered, told -
him, by way of conversation, that he had met s miaster with
a lady, whom he sapposed, jeeringly, he was running away
with, driving ata great rate on the road towards Lendon. - Abra-
ham made a sign to the boy to leave the room. -% My poor dear
young Yady !”? 'said he, as hée shut the doer, and the tears gushed
‘from his eyes. ' His master’s' were turned upwards to that Being
to whoin calamity ever directed them. The maidservant now
entered the room, uttering some broken exclamations of sorrow,
which a violent sobbing rendered inarticutate. Annesly had
finished his account with Heaven; and ‘addressing her with a de-
gree of calmness, which the good man could derive only thence,
asked her the cause of her being afflicted in so unueual a man-
ner. % Oh, Sir!” said she, stifling her teats, *I have heard what
the captain’s boy has been telling ; I fear it is but too true, and
worse than you imagine! God forgive me, if I wrong Miss
Harriet ; but I suspect—I have suspected for some time”—she
burst inte tears again—*that my young lady is with child.”
Annesly had stretched his fortitude to the utmost—-—this last blow
overcame it, and he fell senseless on the floor! Abraham threw
himself down by him, tearing his white locks, and acting all the
‘frantic extravagances of grief. But the maid was more useful
to her master; and having raised him gently, and chafed his tem-
ples, he began to show some signs of reviving, when Abraham
recollected himself 5o far as to assist his fellow servant in car.”
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rying him to lus chamber, and laying him on his bed, where he
recovered the powers of life, and the sense of his misfortune.
Their endeavors for his recovery were seconded by Mrs, Wis- .
tanly, who had made this.early visit to satisfy some doubts which
she, as well as Annesly, had conceived, even from the informa-
tion of the preceding day. When he first regained the use of:
speech, he complained of a violent shivering, for which this good
lady, from' the little skill she possessed in physic, prescribed
some simple remedieq, and at the same time dispatched Abra-
ham for .an apothecary in the neighborhood, who commonly
attended the family.. .- _ . -
Before this geatleman artived, Annesly had received so much
temporary relief from Mrs, Wistanly’s prescriptions, as to be
able to speak with more ease, than the incessant quivering of his.
lips had before allowed him to do. “ Alas!” said he, « Mrs.
istanly, have you heard of my Harriet1” 1 have, Sir,”’ said
she, * with equal astonishment and sorrow ; yet let me entreat
you not to abanden that hope which the present uncertainty may
warrant. I cannot allow myself to think that things are so ill as
your servanis have informed me.” * My foreboding heant,” .
said he, « tells me they ave ; I remember many circumstantes
now, which all meet to confirm my fears. Oh! Mrs. Wistanly,
* she was my darling, the idol of my heart! perhaps too mueh so
—the will of heaven be done !”— ce
The apothecary now arrived, whb, npon examining into the
state of his patient, ordered some warm. applications to remove
that universal celdness he complained of, and left him with apro+-
mise of returning .in a few hours, when he had finished some’
visits, which he was under- a necessity of making in the village.
When he returned, he found Mr. Aumesly altered for the
warse ; the cold which the latter felt hefare, having given place
to.a burniag heat. He thevefore told Mrs. Wistanly, at .going
away, that in the eveniag he would bring & physician, with whom
he bad an appointment at-a gentleman’s not very distant, .to see
Mr. Annesly as his situation appesred o himto be attended with
some alarming circumstances. : . - St
His fears of danger were justified by the event.. - When these
gentlemen saw Mr. Annesly in the evening, his fever was
increased. .- Next day, after a restless night, they found :every
bad symptom canfirmed ; they tried every methotl which medi»
cal skill could suggest for his relief;, but, during four successive
days, their epdeavers proved inefiectual; and at the expiration’
of that time, they told. his friend, Mrs.. Wistanly, who had en-
joyed almost as little sleep as the sick man whom she watahed;
that unless some favorable crisis should happen soon, the worst
consequences were mueh to be feared. -~ . - by

-t
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CHAPTER XXVIII

The arrival of Mr. Rawlinson.—Annesly’s discourse with him.—That gen
tleman’s accournt of his friend’s illness, and its consequences. .

Ar this melancholy period it heppened that Mr. Rawlinson
arrived, in pursuance of that promise which Annesly-had obtained
from him, at the time of his departure for London. ‘There
needed- not that warmth of heart we have.formerly described
in this gentleman, to feel the atcumulated distress to which his
worthy friend was reduced. Nor was his astonishment at the
account which he received of Hariet’s elopement less than. his
pity for the sufferings it had brought upen her father. From
the -present situation of Annesly’s family, he did not choose to
incommode them with any trouble of provision for him. He
took up his quarters, therefore, at the only inn, a paltry one in-
deed, which the village afforded, and resolved to remain there
till he saw what- issue his friend’s present illness should have,
and endeavor ‘fo administer some comfort, either to the last
moments of his life, or to that affliction which his recovery could
not remove. : . :

In the eveming of the day on which he arrived, Annesly
seemed to feel a sort of relief from the violence of his disease,
He spoke with a degree of coolness which he had never before
been able to command ; and after having talked some [ittle time
with his physicians, he told Abraham, who seldom quitted his
bedside, that he thought he'had seen Mr. Rawlinson enter the-
room in the morning, though he was in a confused slumber at the
time, and might have mistaken a dream for the-reality. Upon
Abrahem’s informing him that Mr. Rawlinson had been there,
and he had left the house but a moment before, and that he was
to remain in the village for some time, he expressed the warmest
satisfaction at the intelligence ; and having made Abrsham fetch
him a’ paper which lay in his bureau, seated up in a particular
manner, he dispatched him to the inn where his friend was, with
a .message, importing an eamest desire to see him as soon as
should be convenient. ‘ . : 1

Rawlinson hid already returned to the house, and was by this
time stealing up atairs, to watch at the bedside of his friend, fot
which task Mrs. Wistanly’s formef unceasing solicitude had now
rendered her usfit. He was met by Abrabum with a gleam of
i:y-on his countenanee, from the happy change which he thought

observed in his master ; and was conducted to the side of the

A4
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bed by that faithful domestic, who placed him in a chair that the
doctor had just accupied by his patient. )

Annesly stretched out his hands, and squeezed that of Raw-
linson between them for some time, without speaking a word.
« [ bless God,” said he at last, * that he hus sent me & comfort-
er, at a moment when I so much need one. You must by this
time have heard, my friend, of that latest and greatest of my
family misfortunes, with which Providence has afflicted me.”—
« You know, my dear Sir,” answered Rawliason, * that no one
would more sincerely feel for your sorrows than I'; but at pres-
ent it is a subject to tender for you.”—s Do not say so,” replied
his friend ; *it will ease my laboring heart to speak of it to my
Rawlinson ; but in'the first place I have a little business which
I will now despatch. Here is a deed making over all my effects
to you, Sir, and at your death, to any one you shall name your
cxecutor in that trust for my children—if I have  any children
remaining I—Into your hands I deliver it with a peculiar satis-
faction, and I know there will not néed- the desire of a dyi
friend to add_to your zeal for their service.—Why should that
word startle you? death is to e a messenger of consolation !”
He paused :~—Rawlinson put up the paper in silence ; for his
heart was too full to allow him the use of words for.an answer.

“When I lost my son,” continwed Annesly, «1 suffered.in
silence ; and though it preyed on me in secret, I'bore up against
the weight of.ny sorrow, that I might not weaken in myself that
stay which Heaven had provided for my Harriet.—8he was then
my only remaining comfort, saved like some precious treasure
from the shipwreck of my family ; and I fondly hoped that my
age might go down smoothly to its rest; amidst the endearments
of a father’s care. 1 have now lived to see the Jast resting place
which my soul could find in this world, laid waste and desolate !
——yet to that Being, whose goodness is infinite as his ways are
inscrutable, let me bend in reverence ! I bless his name that he
has not yet taken from me that trust in him, which to lose is the
only irredeemable calamity. It is now indeed that I feel itg ef-
ficacy most, when every ray of human comfort is extinguished.
As for me—mny deliverance is at hand ; I feel something here
at my heart that tells me I shall not have long to strive with in-
sufferable affliction. My poor deluded daughter—I commit to
thee, Father of all! by whom the wanderings of thy unhappy
childten are seen with pity, and to whom their return cannot be
too late to be accepted : if my friend should live to see her look
back with contrition towards that path from which she has stray-
ed, I know his goodness will lead her steps to find it. Show
her her father’s grave ; yet spare: her for his sake, who cannot
then comfort or support her.”
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The vest of this narration I will give the reader.in Mr. Baw-
linson’s own words, from e letter afg his I have now lying before

‘we,.of which I will trauscribe the latter part, beginning its rgei-

tal at the close of this pathefic address of his friend.. .
. “As T have been told,” says this gentleman,  that he had not
" enjoyed one sound sleep since his daugbter went away, I left
him now to compose himself to rest, desiring his servant.to call

r

me instantly if he observed any thing particular about his mas. |

" ter. He.whispered me, ¢ that when he sat up with him in the
night before, he could overhear him at times talk wildly, and
mutter to himsell like one speaking iu one’s sleep ; that then
he would start, sigh deeply, and geem ggain to recollect him~
self.” I went back to his master’s bedsiﬁe, and begged him tp
endeavor to calm his mind so much as.not to prevent that re-
pose which he stood so greatly in.need of. <] bave prevailed
on my physician,’ answered he, ‘to give me an opiate for that
purpose, and I think I naw feel drowsy from its effects.’ I

wished him good night. *Geod night,’ said be—* but give me

your hand ; it is perhaps the last time I shall ever clasp it!
He lifted up his eyes to heaven, holding my hand. in his, then
turned away. his face, and laid his head upon his pillow. .I
could not lay mine to rest, Alas! said I, that such should be
the portion of virtue like Annesly’s ; yet to arraign the distribu-
tion of Providence, had been 1o forget that lesson which the best
of men had just been teaching me ; but the doubtings, the dark-
neys of feeble man, still bung about my heart. . :

“When I sent in the morning, I was teld that he was still
asleep, but that his rest was observed to be frequently disturbed
by groans and startings, apd that he breathed much thicker than
he had ever hitherto done. I went myself to get more perfect
inielligence ; his faithful Abraham met me at the door, ¢Oh!
Sir,’ said be, “my poor master '—* What is the matter P’—¢ [
fear, Sir, hé is not in his perfect, senses ; for he talks more wild-
ly than ever, and yet he is broad awake.’—He led me into the
room ; I placed myself directly before himj but his eye, though
it was fixed on mive did not seem to a.oknowledge?ia object.
There was a glazing on it that deadened its look. »

« He muttered something in a very low voice. < How doen
my friend  said I.—He suffered me to take his hand, but an-
swered nothi . After listening .some time, I could hear the
name of Harniet.” ¢Do ypu want avy thing, my. dear Sir P
He moved his lips but I heard not what he said. I repeated
my question ; he looked up piteausly in my face, then turned
his eye round as if he missed some object on which it meant to
rest. He shivered, and caught hold of Abraham’s hand, who
stood at the side of the bed opposite me. He looked round

\
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again, then uitered with a feeble and broken voice, ¢ Where is -
my Harriet{ lay your hand on my head—this hend is not my
Harriet’s—she is dead, I know :—you will not —my poor
child is dead ! yet I dreamed she was alive, had left me;
. left me to die alone ]—I have seen her weep at the death of a
linnet! poor soul ! she was not made for this world—we shall
meet in heaven !—Bless her! bless her! there ! may you be
as virtuous as your mother, and more fortunate than your father
bas been !—My head is strangely convulsed !—but, tell me,
when did she die? you should have waked me that I might
have prayed by her. Sweet innocence, she had no crimes to
confess !—I can speak but ill, for my tongue sticks to my
mouth.—Yet—oh |—Most Merciful, strengthen and support.’
—He shivered again—*into thy hands’—He groaned and died!”
Sindall! and ye who like Sindall-—but I cannot speak! speak
for me their consciences !

CHAPTER XXIX.
What befel Harriet Annesly on her leaving her father.

1 am not in a disposition to stop in the midst of this part of

- my recital, solicitous to embellish or studious to arrange it. My

readers shall receive it simple, as becomes a tale of sorrow, and

I ?intte! myself, they are at this moment readier to feel than to
judge it.

They have seen Harriet Annesly, by the artifice of Sindall,
and the agency of Camplin, tempted to leave the house of her
father, in hopes of meeting the man who had betrayed her, and
of receiving that only reparation for her injuries which it was
now in his power to make.

But Sir Thomas never entertained the most distant thought
of that marriage, with the hopes of which he had deluded her.
Yet, though he was not subject to the internal principles of ho-
nor or morality, he was man of the world enough to know their
value in the estimation of others. The virtues of Annesly had
so much endeared him to every one within their reach, that this
outrage of Sindall’s against him, under the disguise of sacrea
friendship and regard, would have given the interest and char-
acter of Sir Thomas such a blow, as he could not easily have

_recovered, nor conveniently borne. It is not therefore to be
23
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wondered at, that he wished for some expedient to conceal it
from the eyes of the public.

For this purpose he had formed a scheme, which all the knowl-
edge he had of the delicacy of Harriet’s affection for him, did
not prevent his thinking practicable, (for the female who once
falls from innocence, is held to be sunk into perpetual debase-
ment ;) and that was to provide a husband for her in the person
of another. And for that husband he pitched on Camplin, with
whose character he was too well acquainted, to doubt the bring-
ing him over to any baseness which danger did not attend, and
a liberal reward was to follow. Camplin, who at this time was
in great want of money, and had always an appetite for those
pleasures which money alone can purchase, agreed to his propo-
sals ; they settled the dowry of his future wife, and the scheme
which he undertook to procure her. Part of its execution I have
already related ; I proceed to relate the rest. .

‘When they had been driven with all the fury which Camplin
bad enjoined the postilions, for about eight or nine miles, they
stopped at an inn, where they changed horses. Harriet expressed
her surprise at their not having already reached the place where
Sir Thomas waited them : on which Camplin told her, that it was
not a great way off, but that the roads were very bad, and that
he observed the horses to be exceedingly jaded.

After having proceeded some miles further, on a road still
more wild and less frequented, she repeated her wonder at the
length of the way ; on which Camplin, entreating her pardon for
being concerned in any how deceiving her, confessed that Sir
Thomas was at a place much further from her father’s than he
had made her believe ; which deceit he had begged of him
(Camplin) to practise, that she might not be alarmed at the dis-
tance, which was necessary, he said, for that plan of secrecy
Sir Thomas had formed for his marriage. Her fears were suffi-
ciently roused at this intelligence, but it was now too late to
retreat, however terrible it might be to go on. '

Some time after they stopped to breakfast, and changed horses
again, Camplin informing her, that it was the last time they
should have occasion to do so. Accordingly, in little more than
an hour, during which the speed of their progress was nowise
abated, they halted at the door of a house, which Harriet, upon
coming out of the chaise, immediately recollected to be that fatal
one to which Sindall had before conveyed her. ~ She felt on en-
tering it, a degree of horror, which the remembrance of that
guilty night she had before passed under its roof, could nos fail
to suggest, and it was with difficulty she dragged her trembling
steps to a room above stairs, whither the landlady, with a profin
sion of civility, conducted her. h
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« Where is Sir Thomas Sindall 7 said she, leoking about with
terror on the well-remembered objects around her. Camplin,
shutting the door of the chamber, told her, with a look of the
utmost tenderness and respect, that Sir Thomas was not then
in the house, but had desired him to deliver her a letter, which -
he now put into her hand for her perusal. It contained what
follows :. :

« 1t is with inexpressible anguish I inform my ever dearest

wrriet, of my inability to perform engagements, of which I
acknowledge the solemnity, and which necessity alone has power
to cancel. * The cruelty of my grandfather is deaf to all the
remonstrances of my love ; and having accidentally discovered
my attachment for you, he insists upon my immediately setting
out on my travels ;—a command which, in my present situation,
I find myself obliged to comply with. I feel, with the most
poignant sorrow and remorse, for that condition to which our ill-
fated love has reduced the loveliest of her sex. I would there-
fore, endeavor, if possible, to conceal the shame which the world
arbitrarily affixes to it. With this view, I have laid aside all
selfish considerations, so much as to yield to the suit of Mr.
Camplin that hand, which I had once the happiness of expecting
for myself. This step the exigency of your present circuni-
.stances renders highly eligible, if your affections can bend them-
selves to a man, of whose honor and good qualities I have had
the strongest proofs, and who has generosity enough to impute no
crime to that ardency of the noblest passion of the mind, which
has subjected you to the obloquy of the undiscerning multitude.
As Mrs. Camplin, you will possess the love and affection of that
worthiest of ‘my friends, together with the warmest esteem and
regard of your unfortunate, but ever devoted, humble servant,

¢ THOMAS SINDALL.”

Camplin was about to offer his commentary upon this letter ;
but Harriet, whose spirits had just supported her to the end of it,
lay now lifeless at his feet. After several successive faintings,
from, which Camplin, the landlady, and other assistants, with
difficulty recovered her, a shower of tears came at last to her
relief, and she became able to articulate some short exclamations
of horror and despair! Camplin threw himself on his knees
before her. He protested the most sincere and disinterested
passion ; and that, if she would bless him with the possession of
so many amiable qualities as she possessed, the uniform endea~
var of his life should be to promote her happiness.— I think
not of thee,” she exclaimed; ¢ Oh! Siadall! perfidious, cruel,
deliberate villain I” Camplin again interrupted her, with pro-
testations of his own affection and regard. “ Away !”’ said sha
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“and let me hear no more! Or, if thou wouldst show thy friend-
ship, carry me to that father from whom thou stolest me.—Yoi
will not—but if I can live so long, I will crawl to his feet, and
expire before him.” -

She was running towards the door; Camplin gently stopped
her. “ My dearest Miss Annesly,” said he, ¢ recollect yourself
but a moment ; let me conjure you think of your own welfare,
and of that father’s whom you so justly Jove. For these alone
could Sir Thomas Sindall bave thought of the expedient which
he proposes. If you will now become the wife of your adoring
Camplin, the time of the celebration of our marriage need not
be told to the world : under the sanction of that holy tie, every
circumstance of detraction will be overlooked, and that life may
be made long and happy, which your unthinking rashness would
cut off from yourself and your father.”—Harriet had listened
little to this speech; but the swelling of her anger had subsided ;
she threw herself into a chair; and *burst again into tears.
Camplin drew nearer, and pressed her hand in his : she drew it
bhastily from him : “If you have auy pity,” she cried, « I entreat
you for Heaven’s sake to leave me.” He bowed respectfully
and retired, desiring the landlady to attend Miss Annesly, and
endeavor to afford her some assistance and consolation.

She bad, indeed, more occasion for her assistance than he was
then aware of ; the violent agitation of her spirits having had
such an effect on her, that, though she wanted a month of her
time, she was suddenly seized with the pains of childbirth ; and
they were but just able to procure a woman who acted as a mid-
wife in the neighborhood, when she was delivered of a girl.
Distracted as her soul was, this new object drew forth its in-
stinctive tenderness ; she mingled tears with her kisses on its
cheeks, and forgot the shame attending its birth, in the natural
meltings of a mother. : ’

For about a week after her delivery she recovered tolerably
well, and indeed those about her spared ne pains or attention 4o
contribute towards her recovery; but, at the end of that period,
an accident threw her into the most dangerous situation. She
was lying in a slumber, with a nurse watching her, when a ser-
vant of Sir Thomas SindalP’s, whom his master had employed
very actively in the progress of his designs on Miss Annesly,
entered the room with a look of the utmost consternation and
horror; the nurse beckoned to him to make no noise, sigunifying,
by her gestures, that the lady was asleep ; but the opening of
the door had already awakened her, and she lay listening, when
he told the cause of his emotion. It was the intelligence which
he had just accidentally received of Mr. Annesly’s death. The
effect of this shock on his unfortunate daughter may be easily
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‘ unagmed every fatal symptom, which sudden terxgr or surprise
causes in women at such a season of weakness, was the conse-
quence, and next morning a delirium succeeded them.

She was not, however, without intervals of reason; though
these were but intervals of anguish much more exquisite. - Yet
she would sometimes express a sort of calmness and submission
to the will of Heaven, though it was always attended with the
hopes of a speedy relief from the calamities of her existence: .

In one of these hours of recollection, she was asked by her
attendants, whose pity was now moved at her condition, if she
chose to have any friend sent for, who might tend to alleviate
ber distress ; upon which she had command enough of herself
to dictate a letter to Mrs, Wistanly, reciting briefly the miseries
she had endured, and ukmg, with great diffidence, however, of
obtaining, if she could pardon her offences so far, as to come and
receive the parting breath of her once innocent and much-loved
Harriet. This letter was accordingly dispatched: and she
seemed to feel a relief from having accomplished it; but her
reason had held out beyond its usual limits of exertion ; and im-
mediately after she relapsed into her former unconnectedness.

Soon after the birth of her daughter, Camplin, according to
his instructions, had proposed sending it away, under the charge
‘of a nurse whom-the landlady had .procured, to a small hamiet,
where she resided, at a little distance. But this the mother op-~
posed with such earnestness, that the purpose had been delayed
till now, when it was given up to the care of this woman, accom-
panied with a considerable sum of money to provide every
necessary for its use, in the most ample and sumptuous manner.

When Mrs. Wistanly received the letter we have mentioned
above, she was not long in doubt as to complying with its re-
quest. Her heart bled for the distresses of that once amiablo
friend, whom virtue might now blame, but goodness could not
forsake. She set out therefore immediately in a chaise, which
Camplin had provided for her, and reached the house, to which
it conveyed her on the morning of the following day, her impa-
tience not suffering her to consider either the danger or inconve-
nience of travelling all night.—From her recital, I took down
the account contained in the following chapter.

8%
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CHAPTER XXX.
Mrs. Wistanly's recital.—Conclusion of the first part.

Waen I entered the house, and had got upon the stairs lead-
ing to the room in which Harriet lay, I heard a voice enchantingly
sweet, but low, and sometimes broken, singing snatches of songs,
varying from the sad to the gay, and from the gay to the sad :
it was she herself, sitting up in her bed, fingering her pillow as
if it had been an harpsichord. It is_not easy to conceive the
horror I felt on seeing her in such a situation! She seemed
unconscious of my approach, though her eye was turned towards
me as I entered ; only that she stopped in the midst of a quick and
lively movement she had begun, and looking wistfully upon me,
breathed such a note of sorrow, and dwelt on it with a cadence
so mournful, that my heart lost all the firmness I had resolved
to preserve, and I flung my arms round her neck, which I
washed with my bursting tears {—The traces which her brain
could now only recollect, were such as did not admit of any ob-
jeot long ; I had passed over it in the mongent of my entrance,
and it now wandered from the idea; she paid no regard to my
caresses, but pushed me gently from her, gazing steadfastly in
.an opposite direction towards the door of the apartment. A
servant entered with some medicine he had been sent to pro-
cure ; she put it by when I offered it to her, and kept looking
earnestly upon him; she ceased her singing too, and seemed
to articulate certain imperfect sounds. For some time I could
not make them out to be words, but at last she spoke more dis-
tinctly, and with a firmer tone——

- % You saved my life' once, Sir, and I could then thank you,
because I wished to preserve it ;—but now—no matter, he is
happier than I would have him.—I would have nursed the poor
old man till he had seen some better days! bless his white
beard !—look there! I have heard how they grow in the grave !
—poor old man !”. .

You weep, my dear Sir; but had you heard her speak these
words ! I can but coldly repeat them. .

All that day she coutinued in a state of delirium and insensi-
bility to every object around her; towards evening she seemed
exhausted with fatigue, and the tossing of her hands, which her
frenzy had caused, grew languid, as of one breathless and worn
out ; about midnight she dropped asleep.

I sat with her during the night, and when she waked in the
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morning, she gave signs of having recovered her senses, by
recollecting me and calling me by my name. At first, indeed,
her questions were irregular and wild ; but in a short time she
grew so distinct, as to thank me for having complied with the
request of her letter : «’Tis an office of unmented kindness,
which,” said she (and I could observe her let fall a tear), * will
be the last your unwearied friendship for me will have to be-
stow.” I answered, that I hoped not. «Ah! Mrs. Wistanly,”
she replied, % can you hope so? you are not my friend if you
do.” I wished to avoid a subject which her mind was little
able to bear, and therefore made no other return than by kissing
her hand, which she had stretched out to me as she spoke.

At that moment we heard some unusual stir below stairs,
and, as the floor was thin and ill laid, the word cAsld was very
distinctly audible from every tongue. Upon this she started up
in her bed, and with a look piteous and wild beyond dgscription,
exclaimed, “ Oh! my God! what of my child 1”—She :had
scarcely uttered the words, when the landlady entered the room,
and showed sufficiently by her countenance that she had some
dreadful tale to tell. By signs I begged her to be silent.—
¢ What is become of my infant 1" cried Harriet,—*No ill, mad-
am,” answered the woman, faltering, “is come to it, I hope.”
« Speak,” said she, “I charge you, for I will know the worst :
speak, as you would give peace to my departing soul !’ spring-
ing out of bed, and grasping the woman’s hands with all her
force. It was not easy to resist so solemn a charge.—* Alas !”
said the landlady, «I fear she is drowned ; for the nurse’s cloak
and the child’s wrapper bave been found in some ooze which
the river had carried down below the ford.”—She let go the
woman’s hands, and wringing her own together, threw up her
eyes to heaven, till their sight was lost in the sockets.—We
were supporting her, each of us holding one of her arms.—She
fell on her knees between us, and dropping her hands for a
moment, then raising them again, uttered with a voice, that
sounded hollow, as if sunk within her : .

“Power Omnipotent! who wilt not lay on thy creatures
calamity beyond their strength to bear! if thou hast not yet .
punished me enough, continue to pour out the phials of thy
wrath upon me, and enable me to support what thou inflictest !
But if my faults are expiated, suffer me to rest in peace, and
graciously blot out the offences which thy judgments have
punished here !”—She continued in the same posture for a
few moments ; then, leaning on us as if she meant to rise, bent
her head forward, and drawing her breath strongly, expired in
our arms.

.
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Suca was the conclusion of Mrs. Wistanly’s tale of wo |

Bpirits of gentleness and peace ! whe look with such pity as
angels feel, on the distresses of .mortality | often have ye seen
me laboring under the afflictions which Providence had laid
upon me. Ye have seen me in a strange land, without friend,
and without comforter, poor, sick, and naked ; ye bave seen
me shivering over the last faggot which my last farthing had .
purchased, moistening the crust. that supported nature with the
tears which her miseries shed on it ! yet have ye seen me look
inward with a smile and overcome them. If such shall ever be
my lot again, so let me alleviate its sorrows ; let me creep to
my bed of straw in peace after blessing God that I am not &
Man of the World. .

END OF FIRST PART.
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INTRODUCTION.

I was born to a iife of wandering, yet my heart was ever at
home ! though the country that gave me birth gave me but fow
friends, and of those few the greatest part were early lost, yet
the remembrance of her was present with me in every clime to
which my fate conducted me ; and the idea of those, whose
ashes repose in that humble spot, were they had often been the
companions of my infant sports, hallowed it in my imagination,
with a sort of sacred enthusiasm. *

I had not been many weeks an imhabitant of my native vil-
lage, after that visit to the lady mentioned in the first
which procured me the information, I have there laid before
my readers, till I found myself once more obliged to quit it for
a foreign country. My parting with Mrs. Wistanly was more
solemn and affecting than common souls will easily imagine it
could have been, upon an acquaintance, accidental in its be-
ginning, and short in its duration; but there was something
tender and melancholy in the cause of it, which gave an impres-
sion to our thoughts of one another, more sympathetic, perhaps,
than what a series of mutual obligations could have effected.

Before we parted, I could not help asking the reason of her
secrecy with regard to the story of Annesly and his daughter.
In answer to this, she informed me, that besides the danger to
which she exposed herself by setting up in opposition to a man,
in the midst of whose dependants she proposed ending her days,
she was doubtful if her story would be of any service to the
memory of her friend ; that Camplin (as she supposed, by the
direction of Sir Thomas Sindall, who was at that time abroad)
bad universally given out, that Miss Annesly’s elopement was
with an intention to be married to him; on which footing,
though a false one, the character of that young lady stood no
worse than if the truth were divulged to those, most of whom
wanted discernment, as well as candor, to make the distinctions
which should enable them to do it justice.
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Several years elapsed before I returned to that place, whence,
it is probable, I shall migrate no more. My friend Mrs. Wis-
tanly was one of the persons after whom I first inquired on my
arrival. I found her subject to the common debility, but not to
any of the acuter distresses of age ; with the same powers of
reaspn, and the same complacency of temper, I had seen her
before enjoy. «These,” said she, “are the effects of temper-
ance without austerity, and ease without indolence ; I have
nothing now, to do, but to live without the solicitude of life, and
to die without the fear of dying.” . -
At one of our first interviews, I found her accompanied by
a young lady, who besides a great share of what is universally
allowed the name of beauty, had something in her appearance
which calls forth the esteem of its beholders, without their paus-
ing to account for it. It has sometimes deceived me, yet I am
resolved to trust it to the last hour of my life ; at that time I gave
it unlimited confidence, and I had spoken the young lady’s eu-
logium before I had looked five minutes in her face.

Mrs. Wistanly repeated it to me after she was gone. «That
18 one of my children,” said she, «for I adopt the children of
. virtue ; and she calls me her mother, because I am old, and she

can cherish me.”—4 I could have swor to her goodness,” I re-
plied, “without any information besides what her countenance
afforded me.”—T's a lovely one,” said she, “and her mind
is not flattered in its portrait. Though she is a member of a
family with whom I have not much intercourse, yet she is a fre-
quent visiter at my little dwelling ; her name is Sindall.”—
« Sindall I” I exclaimed. ¢ Yes,” said Mrs. Wistanly, « but
she is not therefore the less amiable. Sir Thomas returned
from abroad  soon after you left this place; but for several
years he did not reside here, having made a purchase of an-
other estate in a neighboring county, and busied himself, during
that time, in superintending the improvement of it. When he
returned hither, he brought this young lady, then a child, along
with him, who, it seems, was left to his care by her father, a
friend of Sir Thomas’s, who died abroad ; and she has lived
with his aunt, who keeps house for him, ever since that period.”

The mention of Sir Thomas Sindall naturally recalled to my
mind the fate of the worthy, but unfortunate Annesly. Mrs.
Wistanly told me, she had often been anxious in her inquiries
about his son William, the only remaining branch of her friend’s
family ; but that neither she nor Mr. Rawlinson, with whom she
had corresponded on the subject, had been able to procure any
accounts of -him ; whence they concluded, that he had died in
the plantations, to which he was transported i pursuance of his
mitigated sentence.
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She further informed me, ¢ that Sindall had shown some
marks of contrition at the tragical issue of the scheme he had
carried on against the daughter'’s innocence and the father’s
peace ; and to make some small atonement to the dead for the
injuries he had done to the living, had caused a monument to
be erected over their graves in the village churchyard, with an
inscription, setting forth the piety of Annesly, and the virtues -
and beauty of Harriet. But whatever he might have felt at the
time,” continued she, ¢ I fear the impression was nqt lasting.”

‘ From the following chapters, containing some further partic-
ulars of that gentleman’s life, which my residence in his neigh-
borhood, and my acquaintance with some of the persons imme- -
‘'diately concerned in them, gave me an opportunity of learning,
my readers will judge if Mrs. Wistanly’s conclusion was a just

24
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PART IL

CHAPTER I

Some account of the of whom 8ir Thomas Sindall’s family
meonsined. ’

Taz baronet’s family consisted, at this time, ofhisaunt! and
the young lady mentioned in the introduction, together with a
cousin of his, of the name of Bolton, who was considered as
presumptive heir of the Sindall estate, and whose education had
been superintended by Sir Thomas.

This young gentleman had lately returned from the univer-
sity, to which his kinsman had sent him. The expectations of
his acquaintance were, as is usually the case, sanguine in his
favor ; and, what is something less usual, they were not disap-
pointed. Beside the stock of learning which his studies bad
acquired him, he possessed an elegance of manner, and a win-
ning softnees of deportment, which a college life does not often
bestow, but proceexd in him, from a cause the least variable of
any, a disposition instinctively benevolent, and an exquisite sen-
sibility of heart.

With all his virtues, however, he was a dependant on Sir Tho-
mas Sindall ; and their exercise could only be indulged so faras
his cousin gave them leave. Bolton’s father, who had married
a daughter of the Sindall family, had a considerable Intnmony
left him by a parent, who had acquired it in the sure and common
course of mercantile application.

With this, and the dowry he received with his wife, he might .

have lived up to the limits of his utmost wish, if he had confined
his wishes to what are commonly considered the blessings of
life ; but, though he was not extravagant to spend, he was ruined
by an avidity to gain. In short, he was of that order of men
who are known by the name of projectors ; and wasted the
means of present enjoyment in the pursuit of luxury to come.
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To himself, indeed, the loss was but small; while his sub-
stance was mouldering away by degrees, its value was annihi-
lated in his expectations of the future ; and he died amidst the
horrors of a prison, smiling at the prospect of ideal wealth and
visionary grandeur.

But with his family it was otherwise. His wife, who had
often vainly endeavored to prevent, by her advice, tae destruc-
tive schemes of her husband, at last tamely yielded to her fate
and died soon after him of a broken heart, leaving an only son,
the Bolton who is now introduced into my story. ‘

The distresses of his father had been always ridiculed by Sir
Thomas Sindall, as proceeding from a degree of whim and mad-
ness, which it would have been a weakness to pity: his aunt,
Mrs. Selwyn, joined in the sentiment; perhaps it was really her
own ; buj at any rate, she was apt’to agree in opinion with her
nephew Sir Thomas, and never had much regard for her sister
Bolton, for some reasons no less just than common. In the first
place, her sister was bandsomer than she; secondly, she was

“sooner martied; and, thirdly, she had been blessed with this pro-
mising boy, while Mrs. Selwyn became a widow without having
had a child.

There appeared, then, but little of protection to poor
Bolton from this quarter; but, as he’had no other relation in any
degree of propinquity, a regard to decency prompted the baronet
to admit the boy into his house, His situation, indeed, was
none of the most agreeable; but the happy dispositions which
natare had given him, suited themselves to the harshness of his
fortune ; and, in whatever society he was placed, he found him-.
self surrounded with friends. There was not a servant in the
house, who would not risk the displeasure of their masier or
Mres. Selwyn, to do some forbidden act of kindness to their

. little favorite, Harry Bolton. . ,

Sir Thomas himself, from some concurring accidents, liad his
notice attracted by the good qualities of the boy ; his indiffer-
ence was conquered by degrees, and at last -he bégan to take
upon himself the charge of rearing him to manhood. There
wanted only this to fix his attachment : benefits to those whom
we set apart for our own management and assistance, have
something so particular in their nature, that thern is scarce a
selfish passion which their exercise does not gratify. Yet I
mean not to rob Sindall of the honor of his beneficence ; it shal'
no more want my praise, than it did the gratitude of Bolton. -
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CHAPTER II
Bome further particalars of the persons mentioned in the foregoing chapter.
BoLroN, however, felt that uneasiness which will ever press

upon an ingenuous mind along with the idea of dependance.
He had therefore frequently hinted, though in terms of the utmost

modesty, a desire to be putinto some way of life that might give .

him an opportunity of launching forth into the world, and freeing
- his cousin from the incumbrance of a useless idler in his family.

Sir Thomas had often made promises of indulging so laudable
a desire ; but day after day elapsed without his putting any of
them in execution. The truth was, that he had contracted a sort
of paternal affection for Bolton, and found it a difficult matter to
bring himself to the resolution of parting with him.

He contented himself with emaploying the young man’s genius
and activity in the diréction and supeérintendance' of his country
affhirs ; he oonsulted him on plans for improving his estate, and
entrusted him with the care of their execution; he associated him
with himself in matters of difficult discussion as a magistrate ;
and in the sports of the field, he was his constant companion.

It was a long time before Mrs. Selwyn, from some of the rea-
sons I have hinted, could look on Harry with a favorable eye.
‘When Sir Thomas first to take notice of him, she remon-
strated the danger of spoiling boys by indulgence, and endea-
vored to counterbalance the estimation of his good qualities, by
the recital of little tales, which she now then picked up

It was not till some time after his return from the university,
that Henry to gain ground in the lady’s esteem. That
attachment and deference-to the softer sex, which, at a certain
age, is habitual to ours, is reckoned effeminacy amongst boys,
and fixes a stain upon their manhood. Before he went to the
university, Harry was under this predicament ; but by the time
of his return, he bad attained the period of refinement, and
showed his aunt all those trifling civilities, which it is the preroga-
tive of the ladies to receive; and which Mrs. Selwyn was often
more ready to demand, than some males of her acquaintance
were to pay. In truth, it required a knowledge of many femi-
nine qualities, which this lady doubtless possessed, to impress the
mind with an idea of that courtesy which is due to the sex; for
her countenance was not expressive of much softness, the natu-
ral strength of her features being ¢ommonly heightened by the
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assistance of snuff,-and her conversation generally turning on
points of controversy in religion and philosophy, which, requir-
ing an extensive exertion of thought, are therefore, I presume,
from the practice of the fair in general, no way favorable to the
preservation or the improvement of beauty.

It was, perhaps, from this very inclination for investigating
truth, that ﬁzlton drew an advantage in his approaches towards
her esteem. As he was just returned from the seat of learning,
where discussions of that sort are common, she naturally applied
to him for assistance in her researches. By assistance, I mean
opposition ; it being the quality of that desire after knowledge
with which this lady was endued, to delight in nothing so much,
as in having its own doctrines confronted with opposite ones,
till they pummel and belabor one another without mercy ; the
contest having an advantage peculiar to battles of this kind, that.
each party; far from being weakened by its exertion, commonly
appears to have-gained strength, as -well as honor, from the
rencounter ‘ ‘

Bolton, indeed, did not possess quite so much of this quality
as his antagonist, he could not, in common good breeding,
refuse her challenge ; but he often maintained the conflict in'a
maaner rather dastardly for a philosopher. He gave, however,
full aundience to the lady’s arguments; and if he sometimes
showed an unwillingness to reply, she considered it as a testi-
mony of her power to silence. . But she was generous in her

jctories. Whenever she conceived them completely obtained,
she celebrated the powers of her adversary, and allowed him all
that wisdom which retreats from the fortress it cannot defend.

There was, perhaps, another reason, as forcible as that of
obliging Mrs. Selwyn, or attaining the recondite principles of
philosophy, which increased Bolton’s willingness to indulge that
lady, in becoming a party to her disquisitions. There was a
spectatress of the combat, whose company might have been pur-
chased at the expense of sitting to hear Aquinas himself dispute
upon theology——Miss Lucy Sindall. My readers have been
acquainted, in the introduction, with my prepossession in her
favor, and the character Mrs. Wistanly gave in justification of it.-
They were deceived by neither. With remarkable quickness of

, and the liveliest temper, she possessed all that tenderness
which is the chief ornament of the female character ; and, with
a modesty that seemed to shrink from observation, she united an
ease and a dignity that universally commanded it. Her vivacity
only arose to be amiable; no enemy could ever repeat her wit,

she'had no friend who did not boast of her good-humor.

I should first have described her person; my readers will
excuse it; it is not of such mlnd*sthat I am most solicitous to

24
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observe the dwellings. I have hinted before,and I repeat it,
that her’s was such an one as no mind need be ashamed of.
Such was the attendant of Mrs. Selwyn, whose company the
good lady particularly required at those seasons, when she
unveiled her knowledge in argument, or pointed her sagacity to
instruction. 8he would often employ Bolton and Miss Lucy to
read her select passages of books, when a weakness in her own
sight made reading uneasy to her. The subjects were rarely of
the entertaining kind, yet Harry never complained of their length.
This she attributed to his opinion of their usefulness; Lucy called
it good nature ; he thought so himself at first; but he soon began
to discover that it proceedéd from some different cause ; for when
Miss Lucy was, by any accident, away, he read with very little
complacency. He never suspected it to be love; much less did
Lucy; they owned each other for friends ; and when Mrs. Sel-
wyn used to call them children, Bolton would call Lucy sister ;
Le‘t he was often not displeased to remember, that she was not
is sister indeed. , ' :

CHAPTER III.
A natural consequénee of some particulars contained in the last.

THE state of the mind may be often disguised, even from the
owner, when he means to inquire into it; but a very trifle will
throw it from its guard, and betray its situation, when a formal
examination has failed to discover it. '

Bolton would often catch himself sighing when Miss Sindall
was absent, and feel his cheeks glow at her approach; he won-
dered what it was that made him sigh and blush.

He would sometimes take solitary walks, without knowing
why he wandered out alone. He found somehﬁthat pleased
him in the melancholy of lonely recesses, and half-wom paths,
and his day dreams commonly ended in some idea of Miss Sin-
dall, though he meant. nothing less than to think of such an
object. ’

JHe had strayed, in one of those excursions, about half a mile
from the house, through a copse at the corner of the park, which
opened into a little green amphitheatre, in the middle of which
was a pool of water, formed by a rivulet that crept through the
matted grass, till it fell into this basin by a gentle cascade.

The sun was gleaming through the trees, which were pictured
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on the surface of the pool beneath ; and the silence of the scene
was only interrupted by the murmurs of the waterfall, sometimes
accompanied by the querulous note of the woodpigeons who
inhabited the neighboring copse.

- Bolton seated himself on the bank, and listened to their dirge.
It ceased; for he had disturbed the sacred, solitary haunt. «I
will give you some music in return,” said he, *and drew from
his pocket a small-piped flute, which he frequently carried with
him in his evening walks, and serenaded the lonely shepherd re-
turning from his fold. He played a little plaintive air which
himself had composed ; he thought he had played it by chance ;
but Miss Sindall had commanded it the day before ; the recol-
lection of Miss Sindall accompanied the sound, and he had
drawn her portrait listening to its close. .

She was indeed listening to its close ; for accident had point-
ed her walk in the very same direction with Bolton’s. She was
just coming out of the wood, when she heard the soft notes of
his flute ; they had something of fairy musie in them that suited
the scene, and she was irresistibly drawn hearer the place where
he sat, though some wayward feeling arose, and whispered, that
she should not approach it. Her feet were approaching it
whether she would or no ; and she stood close by his side, while
the last cadence was melting from his pipe.

She repeated it after him with her voice. ¢ Miss Sindall 1”
cried he, starting up with some emotion. I know,” said she,
“ you will -be surprised to find me here ; but I was enchanted
hither by the sound of your flute. Pray touch that little melan-
choly tune again.” He began, but he played veryill.  You
blow it,” said she, “ not so sweetly as before ; let. me try what
tone I can give it.”—She put it to her mouth, but she wanted the
skill to give it voice.—¢ There cannot be much ert in it ;”’—she
tried it again—=¢ and yet it will not speak at my bidding.”—She
looked steadfastly on the flute, holding her fingers on the stops ;
her lips were red from the pressure, and her figure altogether so
pastoral and innocent, that I do not believe the kisses with which
the poet made Diana grest her sister huntresses, were ever more
chaste than that which Bolton now stole from her by surprise.

Her cheeks were crimson at this little violence of Harry’s—
4 What do you mean, Mr. Bolton ! said she, dropping the flute
to the ground. ¢ T'is a forfeiture,” he replied, stammering, and
blushing excessively, ¢ for attempting to blow my flute.”— 1
don’t understand you,” answered Lucy, and turned towards the
house, with some marks of resentmeut on her countenance.
Bolton was for some time riveted to the spot ; when he recov-
ered the use of his feet, he ran after Miss Sindall, and gently
#ying hold of her hand, “ I cannot bear your anger,” said he,
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“though I own your displeasure is just; but forgive, I entreat
you, this unthinking offence of him, whose respect is equal to his
love.””—¢ Your love, Mr. Bolton!”’—+¢ I cannot retract the word,
though my heart has betrayed from me the prudence which
might have stifled the declaration. I have not language, Miss
Lucy, for the present feelings of my soul: till this moment I
never knew how much I loved you, and never could I have ex-
pressed it so ill.”—He paused—she was looking fixedly on the .
ground, drawing her hand softly from his, which refused, inval-
untarily, to quit its hold.—* May I not hope ?”’ said he,~—“ You
have my pardon, Mr. Bolton”—¢ But”—«1 beg you,” said
Lucy, interrupting him, “to leave this subject; I know your
merit, Mr. Bolton—my esteem—you have thrown me into such
confusion—nay, let go my hand.”— Pity, then, and forgive
me.” She sighed—he pressed her hand to his lips—she blush-
ed,—and blushed in such a manner- They have never been
in Bolton’s situation, by whom that sigh, and that blush, would
not have been understood. .

CHAPTER 1IV.
Bolton is separated from Miss Sindall.

THERE was too much innocence in the breast of Lucy, to'
suffer it to be furnished with disguise. 1 mean not to throw any
imputation on that female delicacy, which, as Milton expresses it,

¢« —would be woo’d, and not unsought be won.”

This, in truth, cannot be called art, because nature has given it
to all her females. - Let it simply proceed from modesty, and it
will never go too far; but the affectation of it is ever the conse-
quence of weakness in the head, or cruelty in the heart.

I believe Miss Sindall to have been subject to neither ; she
did not therefore assume the pride of indifference which she did
not feel, to the attachment of so much worth as Bolton’s ; and
he had soon the happiness to find, that his affection, which every
day increased, was not lavished without hope of a return.

‘But he did not seem to be so fortunate, meanwhile, in the
estimation of every person in the family : Sir Thomas Sindall
had not of late shown that cordiality towards Bolton, with which
he had been wont to favor him. As Harry was unconscious of
any reason he could have given for it, this alteration in his cou-
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sin’s behavivur was, for some time, altogether unnoticed by bim
and, when at last he was forced to observe it, he attributed it to
no particular cause, but considered it as merely the effect of
some accidental and temporary chagrin : nor did he altogether
change his opinion, even when Lucy suggested to him her fears
on the subject, and entreated him to recollect, if he had, in any
respect, disobliged his cousin, whose behaviour seemed to_her to
indicate some disgust conceived particularly against him.

Not long after, the baronet informed his family of his intention
of changing their place of residence, for some time, from Sipdall
park to his other estate, where, he said, he found his presence
was become necessary ; and at the same time communicated to
Bolton his desire, that he should remain behind, to superintend
the execution of certain plans which he had laid down with re-

d to the management of some country business at the first
mentioned place. Harry thought this sufficiently warranted his
expressing a suspicion, that his company had not, of late, been
so agreeable to Sir Thomas as it used to be, and begged to be
informed in what particular he had offended him. ¢ Offended
me! my dear boy,” replied Sir Thomas; ¢ never in the least.—
- From what such an idea could have arisen, I know not : if from
my leaving you here behind, when we go to Bilswood, it is the
most mistaken one in the world : ’tis but for a few months, till
those affairs I talked to you of are finished ; and I hope there to
have opportunity of showing, that, in your absence, I shall be
far from forgetting you.”

During the time of their stay at Sindall park, he behaved to
‘Harry in so courteous and obliging a manner, that his suspicions
were totally removed ; and he bore with less regret than he
should otherwise have done, a separation from his Lucy, which
fie considered as temporary ; besides that his stay bel;ind was
necessary to him, whose countenance and friendship his attach-
ment to that young lady had now rendered more valuable in
Ais estimation. Love increases the list of our dependances ; I

nean it not as an argument against the passjon; that sex, I
trust, whose power it establishes, will point its vassals to no pur-
suit but what is laudable. '

Their farewell scene passed on that very spot which I have
described in the last chapter, as witness to the declaration of
Bolton’s passion. Their farewell——but where the feelings
say much, and the expression little, description will seldom suc-
ceed in the picture. .

Their separation, however, was alleviated by the hope, that it
was not likely to be of long continuance; Sir Thomas’s declara-
tion, of his intending that Harry should follow them in a few
mounths, was not forgotten ; and the intermediate days were
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swallowed up, in the anticipation of the pleasures which that
period should produce.

In the mean time, they took something from the pain of ab-
sence by a punctual correspondence. These letters I have
seen ; they describe things little in themselves ; to Bolton and
Lucy they were no trifles, but by others their importance would
not be understood. One recital onlyT have ventured to extract
for the perusal of the reader; because I observe, that it strongly
effected them, who, in this instance, were interested no more .
than any to whom the feelings it addresses are known; and
some of my readers, probably, have the advantange of not being
altogether unacquainted with the persons of whom it speaks

/

CHAPTER V.
An adventure of Miss Sindall’s at Bilswood.

To assume her semblance, is a tribute which Vice must often
Eoy to Virtue. There are popular qualities which the world

ks for, because it is aware, that it may be sometimes benefit-
ed by their exertions. Generosity is an excellence, by the ap-
parent possession of which, I have known many worthless
characters buoyed up from their infamy ; though with them it
was but thoughtless profusion : and on the other hand, I have
seen amiable men marked out with a sneer by the million, from
a temperance or reservedness of disposition, which shuns the
glare of public, and the pleasures of convivial life, and gives to
modesty and gentle manners the appearance of parsimony and
meanness of spirit. :

The imputation of merit with mankind, Sindall knew to be a
necessary appendage to his.character ; he was careful, therefore,
to omit no opportunity of stepping forth to their notice as a man
of generosity. There was not a gentleman’s servant in the
county, who did not talk of the knight’s munificence in the arti-
cle of vails ; and a park keeper was thought a happy man, whom
his master sent with a haunch of venison to Sir Thonmas. Once
a year, too, he feasted his tenants, and indeed the whole neigh-
borhood, on the large lawn in the front of his house, where the
strong beer ran cascadewise from the mouth of a leaden triton.

But there were objects of compassion, whose relief would not
have figured in the eye of the public, on whom he was not so
remarkable for bestowing his liberality. The beggars, he com
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- plained, were perpetually stealing his fruit, and destroying his
shrubbery ; he therefore kept a wolfdog to give them their an-
swer at the gate ; and some poor families in the village on his
estate had been brought to beggary by prosecutions for poach-
ing, an offence which every country gentleman is bound, in
honor, to punish with the utmost severity of the law; and can-
pot, therefore, without a breach of that honor, alleviate by a
weak and ill-judged exercise of benevolence.

Miss Lucy, however, as she could not so strongly feel the
offence, would sometimes contribute to lessen the nigor of its
punishment, by making small presents to the wives and children
of the delinquents. Passing, one evening, by the door of a cot-
tage, where one of those pemsioners on her bounty lived, she
observed, standing before it, a very beautiful lapdog, with a
collar and bell, ornamented much beyond the trappings of any
amnimal that could belong to the house. From this circumstance
her curiosity was excited to enter, when she was not a little
surprised to find a young lady in a most elegant undress, sitting
on a jointstool by the fire, with one of thé children of the family
on her lap. The ladies expressed mutual astonishment in their
countenances at this meeting, when the good woman of the
house, running up to them, and clasping a hand of each in her’s,
« Blessings,” said she, « thousands of blessings on you both! a
lovelier couple, or a better, my eyes never looked on.”’—The
infant clapped its hands as if mstinctively.———s Dear heart I’
continued its mother, ¢look, if my Tommy be not thanking you
too! well may he clap his hands: if it had not been for your
gracious selves, by this time bis hands would have been cold
clay ! (mumbling his fingers in her mouth, and bathing his arms
with her tears ;) when you strictly forbade me to tell mortal of
your favors, Oh! how I longed to let each of you know, that
- there was another lady in the world as good as herself.”

Thé stranger had now recovered herself enough to tell Miss
Lucy, how much it delighted her to find, that a young lady of
her figure did not disdain to visit affliction, even amongst the
poor and the lowly. « That reflection,” answered the other,
“ applies more strongly to the lady who makes it, than to her
who is the occasion of its being made. I have not, madam, the
honor of your acquaintance ; but methinks, pardon my boldness,
that I feel as if we were not strangers ; at least I am sure that
I should reckon it a piece of singular good fortune, if this inter-
view could entitle me to call you stranger no longer.” 'Cheir
landlady cried and laughed by turns ; and ber two guests were
so much pleased with this meeting, that they appointed a renewal
of it, at an hour somewhat earlier of the subsequent evening.

Lucy came a few minutes before the time of appointment ;
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when she learned, that the stranger was the daughter of a neigh-
boring gentleman, whom a difference of dispos‘i]g:n from th:'tgof
Sir Thomas 8Sindall, arising at last to a particular coolness, haa
entirely estranged for many years from the baronet, and prevent
ed all intercourse between the families.

When this lady arrived, she brought such tidings along with
her, that I question, if in all the sumptuous abodes of wealth
and grandeur, there was to be found so much sincerity of joy,
as within the ragged and moulderg walls of the hovel which
she graced with her presence.. She informed the grateful mis-

_tress of it, that by her intercession with some justice of the
peace, who made part of the judicature before whom the poor
woman’s husband was brought, his punishrent had been mitiga-
ted to a small fine, which she bad undertaken to pay, and that he
wauld very soon be on his way homewards. The joy of the poor
‘man’s family at this intelligence was such as they could not, nor
shall 1, attempt to express. . His deliverance was indeed unex-
pected, becausa his crime was great : no less than that of having
set a gin in his garden, for some cats that used to prey ona
single brood of chickens, his only property; which gin had,
one night, wickedly and maliciously hanged a hare, which the
baronef’s gamekeeper next moming discovered in it.

His wife and Jittle ones seemed only to be restrained by the.
respected presence of their guests, from running out to meet a .
busband and a father restored to them from captivity. The
ladies observing it, encouraged them in the design; and having
received the good woman’s benediction on her knees, they walk-
ed out together ; and leaving the happy family on the voad to the
prison, turned down a winding romantic walk, that followed the
mazes of a rill, in an epposite- direction. oo

Lucy, whose eyes had been fixed with respectful attention on
her fair companion, ever since her arrival at the cottage, now
dropped a tear from.each. ¢ You will not wonder at these tears,
madawm,” said she, “ when you know that they are my common
sign of joy and admiration ; they thank you on behalf of myself
and my sex, whose peculiar beauty consists in those gentle vir-
tues you so emineptly pessess ; ;my heart feels not only plea- -
sure, but pride, in_an instance of female worth so exalted.

- Though the family in which-T live, from some cause unknowa

$0 me, bava not the happiness of an intercourse with yours, yet
your name is familiar to my ear, and carries with it the idea of
every amiable and engaging quality.”~—* Nor am L, returned
the other, “ a stranger to the name, or the worth of Miss Sindall,

and I reckon myself singularly fortunate, not only to have acci- .

dentally made an -acquaintance with her, but to have made it in
that very style, which effectually secures the geteem her charac-
26 : .
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ter had formerly impressed me with,” % Be’neﬁéence, indeed,”

replied Lucy, “is a virtue, of which the possession may entitle
to an acquaintance with one to whom that virtue is so particu-
larly known.?” «Ttis no less a pleasure than a duty,” rejoined
her companion ; “but I, Miss Sindall, have an additional incite-
ment to the exercise of it, which, perhaps, as the tongue of curi-
ositp is at one time as busy as its ear is attentive at another, you
may ere this have heard of. That ancient building, to which-the
walk we are on will ina few minutes conduct us, was formerly in
the possession of one, in whose bosom resided every gentle ex-
cellence that adorns bumanity ; he, Miss Sindall,——w%y should
I blush to tell it 2—in the sordid calculation of the world, his at-
tachment was not enviable ; the remembrance of it, though it
wrings my heart with sorrow, is yet my pride and my delight !
your feelings, Miss Lucy, will understand this—the dear youth
left me executrix of that philanthropy which death alone could
stop in its course. To discharge this trust, is the business of
my life ; for I hold myself bound to discharge it.” : .
They had now reached the end of the walk, where it opened
into a little circle surrounded with trees, and fenced by a rail, in
front of an antique looking house, the gate of which was orna

‘mented with a rudely sculptured crest, ¢yphered round with the

initials of some name, which time had rendered illegible ; but

.a few paces before it, was placed a small urn, of modern work

maunship, and, on a tablet beneath, was written, - ‘ Co

TO THE MEMORY

. or
WILLIAM HARLEY.

Lucy stepped up to read this inséripﬁdn:‘ « Harley I said she,

. “how I blush to think that I have scarcely ever heard of the

pame !”’— Alas !’ said Miss Walton, “his actions were not

* of a kind that is loudly talked of : but what is the fame of the

world? by him its voice could not new be heard 1”—There was
an ardent earnestness in_her look, even amidst the melancholy

. with which her countenance was impressed. “ There is a blank
‘at the bottom of the tablet,” said-Lucy : her companion smiled

gloomily at the observation, and, leaning on the urn in a pensive
attitude, replied, « that it should one day be filled up.” :
They now heard the tread of feet approaching the place:
Lucy was somewhat alarmed at the sound ; but her fears were
removed, when. shé discovered it to proceed from a venerable
old man, who, advancing towards them, accosted Miss Waiton

. by her name, Wwho, in her turn, pronounced the word Peter ! in
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the tone of surprise. She stretched out her hand, which he
clasped in his, and looked in her face with a certain piteous
wistfulness, while a tear was swelling in his eye. ¢ My dear
" lady,” said he, « I have travelled many a mile since I saw your
ladyship last: by God’s blessing I have succeeded very well in
the business your-ladyship helped me to set up; and having
some dealings with a tradesman in London, T have been as far
as that-city and back againg ‘end, said I 1o myself, if I could
venture on such a journey for the sake of gain, may I not-take
a shorter for the rake of thanking my benefactress, and seeing
my old friends in the country? and I had a sort of -yearning to
be here, to remember good Mrs, Margety, and my dear young
master. God forgive: mé for weeping, for he: was too geod
for this world !”. The tears of Miss Walton and Lucy ac-
companied his.— Alack-a-day ! continued Peter, ¢ to think
how things will come to pass!:that there tree was planted by
his own sweet hand !—I remember it well, he was then but a
boy ; I stood behind him, holding the plants in-my apron thus;
~* Pefer,’ said he, as he took oné to stick it in the ground.
¢ perhaps I shall not live to see this grow!’—¢ God grant yomt
honor may,’ said I, when I am dead and gone!’ and I lifted
up the apron to my eyes, for my heart grew big at his words ;-
but he smiled in my face, and -said, ¢ We shall- both live, Peter,
and that will be best.” «Abht I little thought then, Miss
Walton, I little thought?—and he shook ‘his thin-gray Jocks !
—the heart of dpathy itself could not have withstood it; Miss
Walton’s and Lucy’s, melting and tender at all times, were-
quite ‘overcome. . )

They stood some time silent; Miss Walton at last recollected -
herself: « Pardon me, Miss Sindall,” said she, I was lost in
the indulgence of my grief: let us leave this solemn scene, I
have no right to tax you with my sorrows.” «Call not their
participation by that name,” answered Lucy, “I know the
sacredness of sortow; yours are such es strengthen-the soul
while they melt it.” '
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CHAPTER VL
A change in Balton's situation.

Tae reader will pardon the digression I have made ; T would
not, willingly, lead him out of his way, except jnto some path,
where his feelings may be expanded, and his heart improved.

He will ramember, that I mentioned, in the fourth chapter,
the expectation which Bolton entertained, of seeing his Lucy at
a period not very remote. But that period was not destined to
arrive so soon. When he expected Sir Thomas’s commands, or
rather his permission, to visit the family at Bilswood, hs receiv-
ed a letter from that gentleman, purporting, that he had at last
been able to put him in the: way of attaining that independence
he had so often wished for, having just procured him a: commis-
sion in a regiment then stationed ‘at Gibraltar ; that though he,
(8ir Thomas,) as well as Mrs. Selwyn and Lucy, was exceed-
ingly desirous of having an opportunity of bidding him farewell,
yet he had prevailed on himself to waive that pleasure, from the
consideration of its inconvenience to Harry, as it was absolately
necessary that he should join his regiment iormediately. He in-
closed letters of introduction to several gemtlemen of his ac-
quaintance in London, remitted him drafts on that place for
a considerable sum, to fit him out for his intended expedition,
and begged that he might lose no time in repairing thither for
that purpose. He ended with assuring him of the continuance
of his friendship, which, he declared, no dxstance of time or place
eould alienate or impair.

The effect which this letter had npon Boltgn, as he was ‘then
eircumstanced, my readers can easily imagine. There was an-
other aecompanied it—a note from his Lucy; she intended it
for comfort, for it assumed the language of cansalation ; but the

“depression of her own spirits was visible, amidst the hopes with
which she meant to buoy up those of Bolton.

With this letter for its text, did his imagination ran over all the
delights of the past, and compare them with the disappointment
of the present. Yet those tender regrets which the better part
of our nature feels, have something in them to blunt the edge of
that pain they inflict, and confer on the votaries of sorrow a sen-
sation that borders on pleasure. He visited the walks which his
Lucy had trod, the trees under which he had sat, the prospects
they had marked together, and he would not have excha.nged his

‘eelings for all that luxury could give, or festivity inspire. Nor
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did he part with the idea after the object was removed ; but, even
on the road to London, to which place he began his journey next
morning, ’twas but pulling out his letier again, humming aver
that Jittle melancholy air which his Lucy had praised, and the
scene. was present at once. It drew.indecd a sigh from his
besom, and &n unmanly tear stood.in his eye ; yet the sigh and
the tear were such, that it was impossible:to wish it zemoved..

CHAPTER VII. .
m-m\l, and situation in La:don

. Waex Bolton reached the metrapolis, he applied without delay,
to those persons for whom he had letters from Sir Thomes Sin-
dall, whose ihstructions the baronet had directed him to follow, .
in that course of mdua.ry duty which he had pow enabled him to
pursue.

In the recepuon he met with, it is not surprising that he was
disappointed. He looked for that cordial friendship, that warm
-attachment, which is only to be found in the smeller circles of
‘private life, which is lost in the bustie and extended connexion
of large societies.” ''The letters he presented were read with a
civil indifference, and produced the unmeaning professions. ot
-ceremony and politeness. From some of those to whom-they
were addressed, he had invitations, which he accepted with diffi-
dence, to feasts which he partook with disgust ; where he-pat,
amidst the profusion of. ostentatious wealth, surrounded with
company he did not know, and hstemng to discourse in which
- he was not qualified to join.

A plain honest tradesman; to whom be happened to cazry a
commission from Mrs. Wistanly, was the only person who
seemed to take an interest in his welfare. At this man’s house
he received the welcome of a favored acquaintance : ‘he eat of
the family dinner, and heard the jest which rose for their amuse-
ment ; for ceremony did not regulate the figure of their table, nor
bad fashion banished the language of nature from their lips.
Under this man’s guidance, he transacted any little business his
situation required, and was frequently conducted by kim to those -
very doors, whose lordly owners received him in that manner,
whlch grandeur thinks itself entitled to assume, and dependance
is constrained to endure.

After some days of inquiry and solicitude, he learned, that it

25%
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was not necesgsary for him tq join his regiment so speedily as Sk
Thoruvas’s letter iad induced him to believe.
Upon obtaining this information, he immediately communi-
cated it to the buronet, and signified at.the same ‘time, a desire
of improving that time, which this respite allowed him for his stay
in England, in a visit to the family at Bilswood. . But with
this purpose his cousin’s.ideas. did not at all .coincide ; he wrote
Harry an answer, disapproving entirely his intentions of leaving
London, and laid down a plan for his improvement in military
science, which could only be followed in the metropohs Here
was another disappointment ; but Harry considered it his duty to
obey What he felt, however, may be gathered from the follow-
ing letter which he wrote to Miss Sindall, by the post succeed-
ing that which brought him the instructions of Sir Thomas.

« As I found, soon aftér my arrival here, that the necessity of
joining my regiment immediately was superseded, I hoped, by

-this time, to liave iaformed my dearest Lucy, of my intended
-departure from London, to be once more reuored to her and the
country. .

- T have suffered dte morhﬁcatnon of a.not.her dlsappomtment
Sir Thomas’s letter is now before me, which fixes me here for
the winter ; I confess the reasonableness of his opinion ; but

reason and Sir’ ‘Thomas cannot feel like Bolton. ~

“ When we parted last, we flattered ourselves with our' pros-
pects ; cruel as the reflection is, I feel a sort of pleasure in
~ecalling it; especially when I .ventured to believe, tbat my
Lucy had not forgotten our parting.

. % To-morrow is Christmas day ; L call to remembranoe our
-last yeat’s holidays ; may these be as happy with you, though I
am not-to partake them. Write me every particular of these

- days of jollity ; fear not, as'your last letter expresses it, tiring
me with trifles ; nothing is a trifle in which you are concerned.
While I read the account, I will fancy myself at Bilswood : here
I will walk forth, an unnoticed thing amidst the busy crowd that
surrounds me : your letters give me some interest in myself,
because they show me that I am some!hmg to my Lucy ; she is

every thing to her _ Borzow.”
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.CHAPTER VIL
Filial piety,

BovrroN had a dispésition towards society, that did not allow
him an indifference about any thing of human form with whom
he could have an opportunity of intercourse. He was every
one’s friend in his heart, till some positive demerit rendered a
person unworthy his good will. He had not long possessed his
lodgings' in town, till he cultivated an acquaintance with his
‘landlord and landlady : the latter he found to be the representa-
tive of the family, from a power of loquacity very much superior
to her husband, who seemed to be wonderfully pleased with his
‘wife’s conversation, and very happy under what might, not im-
‘properly, be termed her government. o

To Mrs. Terwitt, therefore, (for that was the lady’s name),
did Bolton address his approaches towards an acquaintance, and
from her he had the good fortune to find them meet with a
favorable reception : They were so intimate the second week of
his residence in the house, that she told him the best part of the
transactions of her life, and consulted him upon the disposal of
.her eldest daughter in marriage, whom a young tradesman, she
said, had been in suit of ever since the Easter holidays preced-
‘ing. “We can give her,” added she, “ something handsome
enough for a portion ; and the old gentleman above stairs has
promised her a present of a hundred pounds on her wedding day,
provided she marries to please him.” o

“The gentleman above stairs!” said Bolton ; ¢ how have I
been so unlucky as never to have heard of him before 7 - « He
is not at present in town,” replied the landlady, ¢ having gone
about a fortnight ago to Bath, 'whence he is not yet returned.
Indeed, I fear, his health requires some stay at that place, for he
Jhas been but poorly of late : Heaven: preserve his life! for he is
a good friend of ours, and of many one's else, who stand in need

his ftiendship. 'He has an estate, Sir, of a thousand pounds
a year, and money, besides, as I have béen told ; yet he chooses
to live private, as you will see ; and spends, I believe, the most
of his income in charitable actions.” ’

“I did indeed,” said Harry, * observe a young man come to
the door this moming at an early hour, and I heard him ask if
the gentleman was returned ; but I did not then know that he
meant any person who lodged here.” ¢ Ay, sure enough he
meant Mr. Rawlinson,” said Mrs. Terwitt, “ and I wish he may
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not feel his absence much ; for he has called here frequently of
late, and, the last time, when he was told of his not being yet re-
urned, Betty observed that the tears gushed from his eyes.”
«When he calls again,” said Bolton, «T beg that I may be in-
formed of it.” , :

Next morning he heard somebody knock at the door, much
about the time he had seen the young man approach it the pre-
zeding day : upon going to the window, he observed the same
stripling, but his dress was different; he had no coat to cover a
threadbare waistcoat, nor had he any hat. Bolton let the maid
know, that he was aware of his being at the door, and resumed
his own station at the window. The youth repeated his inqui-
ries after Mr. Rawlinson, and, upon receiving the same answer,
cast up to heaven a look of resignation, and retired.

Bolton slipped down stairs and followed him ; his lodgings
were situated near Queen square ; the lad took the country read,
and went on without stopping till he reached Pancras ehurch-
yard. He stood seemingly entranced, over a new covered grave
at one end of it. Harry placed himself under cover of a tomb
hard by, where he could mark him unperceived.

He held his hauds clasped in one another, and the tears began
to trickle down his cheeks, Bolton stole from. out his hiding
place, and approached towards the spot. The poor lad began
to speak, as if addressing himself to the dead beneath.

«Thou.canst not feel their cruelty; nor shall the winds of
winter chill thee asthey do thy wretched son; inhuman mis-
creants ; but these shall cover thee.”—He threw himself on the
ground, and spread his arms over the grave, on which he wept.

Bolton stooped down to raise him from the earth; he turned
and gazed on him, with a look *wildered and piteous, -% Par-
don a stranger, young man,” said Bolton, “ who cannot but be
interested in your sorrow; he is not entitled to ask its cause, yet
his heart swells with the hope of removing it.”—« May Heaven
requite you,” replied the stranger, “for your pity to 8 poor oy-
phan ! Oh! Sir, I have not been used to beg, and even to receive
charity is hard upon me; did I mean to move eampassion, I
have a story to tell. You weep already, Sir! hear me, and judge
if I deserve your tears. ' .

“Here lies my father, the only relation whom misfortune had
left to own me; but Heaven had sent us a friend in that best of
men, Mr. Rawlinson, He came accidentally to the knowledge
of our sufferings, and took on himself the charge of relieving
them, which the cruelty of our own connexions had abendoned!
but, alas ! when, by his assistance, my father was put into a way
of earning his bread, he was seized with that illness of which he
died. Some small debts, which his short time in business bad
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not yet allowed him to discharge, were put in suit against him
by his creditors. His sickness and death, which happened a few
days ago, did but hasten their proceedings ; they seized, Sir, the
very covering of that bed on which his body was laid. . Mr.
Rawlinson was out of town, and I fancy he never received those
Jetters T wrote him to Bath. I had no one from whom to expect
relief; every thing but these rags on my back, I sold to bury the
‘best of fathers; but my little all was not enough! and the man
‘whom I employed for his funeral, took, yesterday; from off these
‘clods, the very sod which had covered him, because I had not
-wheretithal to pay its price.” -Bolton fell on his neck, and
answered him with his tears.

He covered the dust of the fa(her, and clothed the nakedness
~‘of the son’; and having placed him where it was in his power to
‘make future i inquiries- after his"sRuation, left him to bless Pro-

videnee for the aid it had sent, without knowing the hand thro

which its bounty had flowed. ~That hand, indeed, the g

{nuth pressed to his lips at -parting, and be ed eamestly to
ow the name of his benefactor. “Iam-a nld Bol-

ton, “ 'of Mr.' Rawlinson, and humanity.” .

CHAPTER IX.

A vuy ahrming accident ; ‘which proves the means of Bolton’s getung '
unqua.mt.ed with hxs fellow lodger. -

‘Wuen Bolton retarned, in the evening, from those labors of
charity he had undertaken, he found that the faroily were abroad,
"supping, in a body, with\the daughter’s'lover : the maid sat up
to wait their home coming ; ‘arid “Bolton, who had more liberty,
“but much less inclination to sleep, betook himself fo meditation.
It was now near midnight, and the hum of Betty’s spinning-
wheel, which had frequently interhitted before, became entirely
silent, when Bolton was alarm¢d' with'a very loud knocking of
the watchimen at the door, and resendy a confused assemblage
" of "voices ctying out, “ Fire'! ‘Fire !” echoed from one-end of
the street to the other. Upon upening his window, he discover-
ed too plainly the reason of the dlarm: the flames were already
appearing at the windows of the ground floor, to which they bad
probably been communicated by the candle, whxch the maid had

burning by her, in the kitchen below.
She had now at last awakened, and was running about before
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the door of the house, wringing her bands, and speaking inco-
hereatly to tae few who were assembled by the outcry, without
having recollection enough to endeavor to save any thing belong-
ing tc herself or her master..

Bolton, who had more the possession of his faculties, entreat-
ing the asasistance of some watchmen, whom the occasion had
drawn together, made shift to convey into the street, a few things
which he took to be the most valuable ; desiring Betty to be so
much mistress of herself, as to keep an eye upon them for her
master’s benefit. She contipued, however, her broken excla-
mations of borror and despair, till, at last starting as it were into
the remembrance of something forgot, she cried out vehemently,
«“Oh! my God! where is Mr. Rawlinson 1”

Bolton caught the horrid meaning of her question, and pushing
through the flames which had now taken hold of the staircase,

forced his way into the bedchamber occupied by the old gentle- -

man, who had returned from the country that very evening, and,

being fatigued with his journey, had gone to hed. before his fel-

-low lodger’s arrival at home. -

He had not waked till the room under that where he lsy was
" in a blaze, and, on attempting to rise, was stifled with the smoke
that poured in at every cranny of the floor, and fell senseless at
his bedside, where Bolton.found him upon entering the room.

On endeavorag to carry him down stairs, he found it had now

become impracticable, several of the steps having.been quite
burnt away, and fallen down'in flaming brands, since the mo-
ment before, when he had ascended.- He bad presence of mind
enough Jeft to observe, that the back part of the house was not
so0 lmmedlately affected by the flames ; he carried Mr. Rawlin-
son therefore into a room on that slde, and, having beat out the
* sash, admitting air enough to revive him.." The latter presently
recollected his situation, and asking Harry, if it was possible to
.get down stairs, heard him answer in the negative with remark-
_ able composure. ¢ As for me,” said he, * I shall lose but few
of my days ; but I fear, Sir, your generous concern for a stran-
ger, has endangered a life much more valuable than mine: let
-me beg of you to endeavor to save yourself, which your strength
and agility may enable you to do, without regarding a poor
worn-out, old man, who would only encumber you in the at-
tempt.” Bolton, with a solemn earnestness, declared, that no
consideration should tempt him to such a desertion.

He had, before this, vainly endeavored to procure a ladder,
or some other assistance, from the people below ; the confusion
of the scene prevented their affording it ; he considered, there-
fore, if he could not furnish some expedlent from within, and
havmg united the cordage of a bed, which stood in tbe room, he
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found it would make a sufficient length of rope to reach within a
few teet of the ground. This he fastened round Mr. Rawlin-
son’s waist, in such a way that his arms should support part of
the weight of his body, and sliding it over the edge of the win-
daw, 8o as to cause somewhat more resistance in the descent,
he let him dowa, in ¢hat manner, till he was within reach of some
sassistance below, who caught him in their arms ; then fastening
the end of the rope round the post of the bed, he slid so far down
upon it himself, that he gould safely leap to the ground.
He conveyed Mr. Rawlinson to other lodgings hard by, which
-then happened to be vacant ; and having got him accommodated
with some clothes belonging to the landlord, he returned to see
what pragress the fire had been making, when he found, that,
happily, from a piece of waste ground’s lying between the house
where it broke out, and the other to the leeward, it was got so
. mueh under, as to be in no danger of spreading any further.
. Upon going back to Mr. Rawlinson, he found him sitting in
the midst of the family with whom he had lodged, ministering
- comfort to their distresses ; the unfortunate Betty, whom, as
- she stood self-condemned for her neglect, he considered as the
greatest sufferer, he had placed next him. ¢ You shall not,”
said he, addressing himself to the old folks, “ interrupt the hap- .
piness of my friend Nancy or her lover here, with wailing your’
misfortune, or chiding of Betty.. I will become bound to make
.up all your losses, provided your good-hpmeor is not of the
number. - ‘ .
- % But who,” eontinued the old gentleman, ¢ shall reward Mr.
- Bolton for the service he has done us all?” ¢ May Heaven
reward him !’ .cried Mrs. Terwitt, and all her audience answer-
ed, Amen! «You pray well,” said Mr. Rawlinson, ¢ and your
. petition is heard ; on him, to whom the dispesition of benevo-
lence.is given, its recompense is already bestowed.”

L e—————

CHAPTER X.
Efibcts of his acquaintance with Mr. Rawlinsan.

Suca was Bolton’s introduction to Mr. Rawlinson’s acquaint-
ance ; and from the circumstance of its commencement, my
readers will easily believe, that neither party could be indifferent
to its continuation. - Rawlinson saw his own virtues warm and ac-
tive in the bosorn of his young friend ; while Harry contemplated
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with equal delight, that serenity which their recollection bestow-
ed on the declining age of Rawlinson.

In one of his visits to the old gentleman, some time after the
accident related in the foregoing chapter, he found with him that
very youth, whose sorrow, over the grave of his father, he had
so lately been the means of alleviating. The young man was,
indeed, in the midst of their recital as Bolton entered the room,
and had just mentioned with regret his ignorance of his bere-
factor, when the door opened and discovered him. Bolton could
not help blushing at the discovery; the other, starting froin his
seat, exclaimed, It is he, it is himself ! threw himself on his
knees before Harry, with tears in his eyes, and poured out some
broken expressions of the warmest gratitude. % If was you
then,” said Mr. Rawlinson, *“who were the comforter of my
poor boy, who covered the grave of his unfortunate father! I
will not thank you, for Jack is doing it better with his'tears ; but
1 will thank Heaven, that there are some such men to preserve
my veneration for the species.” «I trust, my dear Sir,” said
Bolton, * there are many to whom such actions are habitual.”—
“You are a young man,” interrapted the other, “and itis fit
you should believe'so; I will believe so too, for I have some-
times known what it is to enjoy them.—Go, my boy,” *turning
to the lad, ¢ and wish for thie luxury of doing good ; remember
M. Bolton, and be not forgetful of Providence.”

¢t The father of -that young man,” said Mr. Rawlinson, when
ne was gone, % was a school-fellow of mine here in town, and
one of the worthiest creatures in the world; but, from a milki-
ness of disposition, without the direction of prudence, or the
guard of suspicion, he suffered himself to become a dupe to the
artifices of some designing men; and whem, some time ago, I
discovered his place of abode in an obscure village in the eoun-
try, I found him stripped of his patrimony, and- burthened with
‘the charge of that boy, who has just now left us, whose mother,

.it seems,.had died when he was a child. Yet, amidst the dis-
tresses of his poverty, I found that easiness of temper which had
contributed to bring them on, had not forsaken him ; he met
with a smile of satisfaction, and talked of the cruel indifference
of some wealthy relations, without the emotions of anger, or the
acrimony of disappointment. He seemed, indeed, to feel for
his child ; but comforted himself at the same time with the re-
flection that he had bred him to expect adversity with compo-
sure, and to suffer poverty with contentment. He died, poo
man, when I had put him in a way of living with somé comfort ;
nor had I even an opportunity of doing the common offices of
friendship to his last moments, my health having obliged me to
go down to Bath, whence I had romoved to Bristol, and did not
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receive any account of his illness till my return to London. I
am in your debt; Mr. Bolton, for some supplies to his son ; let
me know what those were, that we may clear the account.”
Bolton replied, that he hoped Mr. Rawlinson could not wish to
deprive him of the pleasure he felt from the reflection of having
assisted so much filial piety in distress. It shall be in your
own way,” said the old gentleman ; “I am not such a niggard
as to grudge you the opportunity ; yet I cannot but regret my
absence, when I should have cldsed the eyes of poor Jennings.
He was the last of those companions of my childhood, whose
- history in life I bad occasion to:be acquaited with ;- the rest,
M. Bolton, had already fallen' around me, and I am now left
within a little of the grave, without a friend (except one, to whom
accident has acquiréd me in yon,) to smooth the path that leads
to it ; but that is short, and therefore it matters not much. At
" my age, nature herself may be expected to decline’; but a lin-
gering “illness is shortening her date. I would do, therefore,
what good I can; in the space thatis left me, and look forward,
if T maybe allowed, to make some provision for the. service
of futurity. Here are two papers, 8ir, which, on mature delib-
eration, I have judged it proper to commit to your custody ; that
" in the parchment cover, which is not labelled, my death alome .
will authorize you to open; the other marked, ¢ trust deed by
Mr. Annesly,” I'can‘explain to you now. . That man, Mr. Bol-
ton, who is now a saint in heaven, was prepared for it by the
severest calamities on earth : the guilt and misfortune of two
darling children, cat short the remnant of a fife, whose business
it was to guide, and whose pleasure to behold them in the paths
of virtue and of happiness. At the time of his deathi they were
both alivé ; one, alas! did not long survive her father; what
has become of her brother, I have never been able to learn ;
but this trust put in my hands in their behalf, may still be of im-
portance to him or his, and fo you therefore I make it over for
that purpose ; for though, by Mr. Annesly’s settlement, the sub-
ject of trust accrues to me on the fatflure of his own issue, yet
would I never consider it as mine, while thé smallest chance
remained of his son, or the descendants of his son, surviving;
and even were the negative certain, ¥ should then only look on
myself as the steward.of my friend, for purposes which his good-
‘ness would have dictated, and it becomes his trustee to fulfil.
In such a charge I will not instruct my executor; I have been
fortunate enough to find one whose heart will instruct him.”
Bolton, while hs promised an execution of this trust; worthy
of the confidence reposed in him, could not help expressing hig
surprise at Mr. Rawlinson’s choice of him for that purpose.
%1 do not wonder,” replied the other, *that you should think
26
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thus, for thus has custom taught us to think ; I have told you
how friendless and unconnected I am ; but while we trace the
relatives of birth and kindred, shall we allow nothing to the ties
of the heart, or the sympathy of virtue 1” .

‘ CHAPTER XL
A remarkable event in the history of Bohoa—bis behatiour in conssquence
of . X X

THE provisions which Mr. Rawlinson had made, for an event
of which be had accustomed himself to think with composure,
. were but too predictive of its arrival, . That worthy man lived
not many weeks after the conversation with Bolton which I
" have just recorded. Bolton was affected with the most lively
sorrow for his death. This friendship, though but lately ac-
. quired, had something uncommonly ardent ia its attachment,
and liberal in its confidence. Harry, who had returned it in the
most unreserved manner, felt the want both of that kindness
which soothed, and that wisdom which ipstructed him.

Upon opening the sealed paper which had been formerly put
. into his hands by Mr. Rawlinson, it was found to be that gen-
tleman’s will, devising his whole estate, real and personal, to
Mr. Bolton, - The reason given for this, in the body of the
gnper_ itself, was-expressed in the following words : .« Because

knaw no man who has deserved more of myself; none who
will deserve more of mankind, in the disposal of what I have
thus bequeathed him.” o -

. Bolton was fully sensible of the force of this reccmmendation
to the exercise of a virtue which he bad always possessed, and
had only wanted pewer fo practise. He acted as the almoner

of Mr. {(awlinson.’ and justified his friend’s method of benefac-
tion, (for so this disposal of his affairs might be. called), by join-
ing with the inclination to do good, that choice of object, and
attention to prepriety, which dignifies the purpose, and doubles
the use of beneficence. -

Having settled accounts of this kind in town, (amongst which
those of young Jeunings and the Terwitt family were not for-
gotten,) he set out for that estate which had now devolved to
him by the will of Mr. Rawlinson. With what ideas he made
this visit, and in what manner he expressed them on his arrival,
I shall allow his own words to describe, in the following letter
to Miss Sindall : , . )
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i : - “ deroolc

“ My Lucy will not. blame me for want of .attention, because
she has heard of what the world will call my good fortune, anly
from the relation of others. ‘To her I could not address those
short letters of reeital, which I was obliged to write te Sir Tho-

_mas. She will not doubt her Hem'y s remembrance at all
times ; it is ouly with relation to those we Jove. that prosperity
can produce happiness, and our virtues themselves are nour-
ished from the consciousness of some favorite suffrage. The
length of this letter shall make up for a silence occasioned by

. various interruptions, I have had a good deal of business for
the present; I have been forming some projects for the future ;
the idea of my Lucy was absent-from neither.

« After the. death of Mr. Rawlinson, the friend of mankind,
as well aa of your Harry, there were some offices of duty which
the successor of such a man was peeuliarly bound to perform.

. Though I coald. discover no_rejation of -his but oue, (whose
fortune, as it bad formerly taught him to overdook his kinsman, .
stood not now in need of that kinsman’s acknowledgment,) yet
there -were numbers whom humanity had allied to bim. 'Their
claimh of affipity, was; pow upon me, and their provision a debt

" Ybich I was called. upon to discharge ; this kept me some time
in. London,. 1 have another family here whem it was. also ne-
cessary to remember ; [-have been among them a week, and
we.have not been unhappy. .

“ When I looked inta the couveyances of this estate, I found
it bad been once before transferred, in a-manner not very com-
mon in the disposal of modern property. - ‘Its owner immedi-
utely preceding Myr. Rawlinson, wag a friend and companion
of his, who had.gope out to India seme-years later than he,

. and, by his assistance, had been put in the way of acquiring a
very large fartume. The greatest part of this he remitted to his
former benefactor in England, to be laid out in some purchase
near the place of his nativity, which it seems was a village but

" . & few miles distant from Wilbrook. This estate was then in

. the possession of a gentleman whose London expenses had
squandered the savings of four or five generatiops ; and, after
baving exhauwsted every other resource, he-was qbliged to sell °
this inheritance of his family. Mr, Rawlinson gave him. the

- price he asked, and ‘mnade a present of a comsiderable sum be-

sides, to a very deserving woman, who had: the misfortune to

be the wife of this spendthrift. His friend ratified the bargain
with thanks ; but he lived not to enjoy his purchase. A fover
carried him off i in his passage to England, and he bequeathed
his estate to lnm, by whose former good offices .he had been
enabled to acquire it. X
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«'The new proprietor took a singular method of improving its
value. He lowered the rents which had been raised to an ex-
travagant height, and recalled the ancient fenants of the manor,
‘most of whom had been driven from the unfriéndly'soil, to make
room for desperate adventurers, who undertook for rents they
could never be able to pay.” To such a man was I to sueceed,
and I was conscious how much was required of his suctessor.

¢ The third day after my arrival, I gave a general invitation
to my tenants and their families to dine with me. The hall
was trimmed for their reception, and some large antique pieces
of plate, with which Mr. Rawlinson had furnished his cupboard,
were ranged on the large table at the end of it. 'Without doors
stood a cask of excellent strong beer for any one of inferior
quality who chose to drink of it, dispensed by an ¢ld, but jolly-
looking servant, whose face was the signal of welcome:

“1 received my guests as friénds and acquaintance ;- asked
the names of their children, and praised the bluffness of the
boys, and the beauty of the girls. T placed one of the most
matronly wives' in the wicker chaii at the head of the tible ;
and, occupying the lowest place myself, stationed the rest of
the company, according to their age, on either side.

“The dinner had all the appearance of plainness and of
plenty : amongst other dishes, four large pieces of roast beef
were placed at uniform distances, and’ a plum-pudding, of a
very uncommon circumference, was raised conspicuous’ in_the
middle. I pressed the bashful among the gitls, commended
the frankness of their fathers, and pledged the jolliest of the set
in repeated draughts of strong beer.

“But, though this had -the desired effect with some, I could
observe in the countenances of others evident marks of distrust
and apprehension. The cloth, therefore, was no sooner re-
moved, and the grace-cup drunk, then I rose up in my place,
and addressed my guests to the following purpose :— -

¢+ The satisfaction, my worthy friends, with which ¥ now meet
you, is damped by the recollection of that loss we have ststain-
ed in the death of your late excellent master. He was to me,
as to you, a frieud and a father ; so may Heaven supply the

" want to me, as I will endeavor to fill his place to you. I call
you to witness, that I hold his estate by no other title.

«¢] have given orders to my steward to renew such of your
leases as are near expiring, at the rent which you have hereto-
fore paid. If there is an article of encouragement or conve-

* nience wanting ta any of you, let him apply to myself, and I will
immediately inquire into it. No man 1s above the business of
doing gom{ o - :

‘¢ It is customary, I believe, on such occasions, for the tenant
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to pay a certain fine or premium to the landlord. I too, my
friends, will expect one ; you and. your families shall pay it me
~be industrious, be vnrtuous, be happy.’

 An exclamation of :joy and applause, which the last part of
my speech had scarcely been able to stifle, now burst forth
around me. . I need not tell my Lucy what I felt ;. her heart
can judge of my feelings ; she will believe mo when say, that
I would not have exchanged them for the revenue of a monarch.
"« The'rest-of the day was spent in all the genuine festivity
of happy spirits. I had enlarged a room. adjoining to:the hall, -
by striking down-a partition at one end ; .and closed the enter-
fainment thh a dance, which I led up myself with the rosy-
cheeked daughter of one of my principle tenants. "
- %This visit I have already returned to several of those honest
folks. "I found their littdle dweRings clean and comfortuble, and
happiness and geod-humor seemed the guests of thew adl.. I
have commonly observed cleaiiliness and contentment.to be
companions amongst-the lower. ranks of the.country people ; -
nor ts-it difficult t6 account -for this § ‘thers is a self- tlsfachon
in contented minds which dispeses to.activity and. neatness:
wherees the reckless lassitude that weighs down the unhappy,

seldom fails to make drunkards of the mem, and siatterns of the . -

women. 1 commended highly the neatness which I found in the
farm-houses on my estate ; and made their ewners presents -of
various household o‘rmments by way of encouragement. - . -

1 know the usual mode of improving estates ; I was told by

‘Bome sagacious advisers in London, that mine was smproveable:;
but T'am too selfish te be contented with money 3 1 would in-
crease the Jove of my-people.’ :

« Yestorday, and to-day, I have been empl in surveying
the grounds adjoining to the house. ~ Nature hers reigns with-
out control ; for Mr. Rawlinson did not attend very much to her
~1mrprovement and I have heard him’ say, that he conceived a
certain esteem for an 6ld tree, or even' an old wall, that would
‘hardly allow him to think of cutting the one, or pulling down the
other. "Nature, however, has been liberal of her beauties ; bat
these beauties I view not with so partial an eye as the scenes I
left at Sindall-park.” Were my Lucy here to adorn the iand- "
scape !—but ‘ the langn "of affection like mine. is not in
words. She- will not them to ‘believe-how much I am her

- ‘  “Hewry Bou-on »

2

' 26*
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. CHAPTER XIL. - . -

Adun in the fa ofSitThomuSmddl.—Smweountofapm
g‘vﬂm m?gent introduces to Miss Lmy’a mqwn&nnoe. .

"Tur answer which Bolton received to the foregomg letter,
contained a piece of intelligence material to the situation of
Miss Sindall; it conveyed to him an account of the death of
-Mrs. Selwyn. "

Though that lady was not possessed of many amiable or en-
:gaging qualities, yet Lucy, to whom she had always shown as
‘much kindaess as her ndture allowed her to bestow on any one,
felt a very lively sorrow for her death, even exclusive of the im-
‘mediate copsequences which herself was to expect from that
event. These, indeed, were apparently momentous, Mrs.
Selwyn had been her guandian and protectress from her in-
:fancy ; and, though Bir Thomas Sindall had: ever behaved to
-her like a father, yet there wis a feeliag in the bosom of Lucy.
that revolted against the idea of contipuing in his house after
his aunt’s decease. By that lady’s will, she was entitled to a -
Jegacy of six hundred pounds; by means of this sum she had
formed a scheme, which, though it would reduce her to a state
-very differeat from the ease and affluence of her former circum-
-stances, might yet secure her from the irksomeness of depend-
-ance, or the accusation of impropriety; this was, to appropri-
. ate two-thirds of the interest of her capital to the.payment of an

-annwal sum for hér bosed with-Mrs. Wistanly.

- It was now that. Bolton felt the advantage of lndependence
fromy the hopes of being useful to Luey ; but he had her d:licacy
to overcome. She would not throw herself, at this moment of

. megessity, iito the hands of a man whem fortune had now placed
above her.. : She adhered to her first resolution. But the kind-
ness of Sir Thomas Sindall rendered it unnecessary: for a
short time after Mrs. Selwyn s death, when Mjss Sindall com-
municated to him her intention of leaving his house, he address- .
‘ed"-her in the following ternms:.* I have always looked upon

“you, Miss Lucy, as a daughter; and, I hope, there has been no
want of ‘teaderness’ or attention, on the side of my aunt or my-
self, to_have prevented your regarding us as parents. At the
same time, I know the opinion# of the world ; mistaken and
illiberal as they often are, there is a deference which we are

_obliged to pay them. In your sex the sense of decorum sheuld
be ever awake ; even in this case, I would not attempt to plead
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sgainst its. voice ; ,but I hope I have bit on a method which will
perfectly reconcile propriety and convenience. There is a lady
a digtant-relation of our family, whom a marriage, such as the
world teerms imprudent, banished in early life from the notice or
protection of it ;. but, though they could refuse their suffrage to
-the match, they could not control its happiness ; and during the
life of Mv. Beothhy (for that was her husband’s name), she ex-
perienced all the felicity of which wedlock 1s susceptible. Yet
an-her husband’s death, which bappened about five years after
their mamiage, the state of his affairs was found to be such, that
‘she staod but too much w need of that assistance which her re-
lations dehied ber.. ‘At the time of her giving the family this
offerice, I was a hoy ;; aud I scarce ever heard of her name till
I was apprized of her misfortunes, Whatever services I have
-bzen abis: to do her, I have fpund repaid by the sincerest grati-
tude, and improved to the worthiest purposes.  Upon the late
ovent of ray aunt’s death, L was naturally led to wish her place
stapplied by Mrs, Boethby ; she has done me the favor to accept
‘of my.invitation, and I expect her here.this evening.  Of any
‘thing like authority in this house, Miss Lucy, you shall be
-always independent ; :but I flatter myself she has qualities suffi-
‘eient to merit yoar friendship.” Lucy returned such an answer
83 the kindneas and. delicacy;of this speech deserved ; and it
was .agreed, that, for the .present, her purpose of leaying Bils-
wood should be-laid aside, . . 0 . |
.. Inithe evening the expected Jady arrived ; she seemed to be,
;about-the.age of fifty, with an impression of melancholy on her
.eountenance, that appeared (o have worn away her beayty before
-the; usual period.- Bome traces, howewver, stil] remained, and her
eyes, when they met the view of the world; which was but sel-
dom, discovered a brilliancy net extinguished by her sorrow.
Her appearance, joined to the knowledge of her story, did not
fail to attract Miss Sindall’s regard ; she received Mrs. Booth-
by with an air, not of civility, but friendship; and the othe:
showed a sense of the' objigation eonferred on her, by a look of
that modest. tender sort, which equally acknowledges and soli-
cits our kindness. . R .
With misfortune a good heart easily makes an acquaintance.
. Miss S4ndall endéavored by a thousand little assiduities, to show
this:lady the interest she took in her welfare, . That reserve;
which the humility of affliction, not an umsocigl epirit, seemed
to have taught Mrs. Boothby, wore off by degrees ; their mutual
esteem -increased as their characters opened to each other; and
in a short time their confidence was unreserved, and their friend-
ship appeared to be inviolable. S ’
Mrs. Badthby had now the satisfaction of pouring the tale of
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her distresses into the ear of sympathy and friendship. Her
story was melancholy but not uncommon ; the wreck of her
husband’s affairs, by a mind too enlarged for his fortune, and
an indulgence of inclinations laudable in their kind, bat faulty
in relation to the circumstances of their owner. - -

In the history of her young friend’s life there were but few in-
cidents to communicate in return. She could only say, that she
remembered herself, from her infancy, an orphan, under the care
of Sir Thomas Sindall and his aunt; that ahe had lived with
thern in a’state of quiet and simplicity, without having seen
much of the world, or wishing to see it. She had but one secret
to disclose in earnest of her friendship ; it faltered for some
time on her lips : at last she ventured to let Mrs. Boothby know
it—her attachment to Bolton. Co :

From this intelligence the otherwas led to an inquiry into the
situation of that young gentleman.: She heard the particulars I
have formerly related, with an emotion not suited ta the feelings
of Miss Sindall: and the sincerity of her friendship declared the
fears which her prudence suggested. She reminded Lucy of
the dangers to which youth and inexperience are exposed, by
the sudden acquisition of riches ; she set forth the many disad-
vantages of early independence, and hinted the inconstancy of
attachments, formed in the period of romantic enthusiasm, in the
scenes of rural simplicity, which are afterwards to be tried by
the maxims of the world, amidst the society of -the gay,-the
thoughtless, and the dissipated. From all this followed ¢on-
clusions, which it was as difficult as disagreeable- for the heart
. of Lucy to form; it could not untwist those tender ties which
linked it to Bolton ; but it began to tremble for itself -and him.’

———

CHAPTER XIIIL
Certain opinians of Mrs. Boothby.—An attempt to-acoount for them.

From tae particulars of her bwn atory, and of Bolton’s, Mrs.
Boothby drew one conclusion common to both; to wit, the
* goodness of Sir Thomas Sindall. This, indeed, a.laudable

gratitude had so much impressed on her mind, that the praise
she frequently bestowed on him, even in his own presence,
- would have savored of adulation to one, who had not known
the debt which this lady owed to his beneficence.
Lucy, to whom she ‘would often repeat her eulogium of the

’
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baronel, was ready enough to own the obligations herself had
meceived, and to join her acknowledgments to those of her
friend. . Yet there was a want of warmth in her panegyric, for
which Mrs. Boothby would sometimes gently blame her: and
one day, when they were .on that aubject, she remarked, with a
sort of jocular air, the difference of that attachment which Miss
Sindall felt, in return for so much unwearied kindness as Sir
Thomas had shown her, and that which a few soft glances had
procured fo the more fortunate "Mr. Bolton. Miss Sindall
seemed to feel the observation with some. degree of displea-
sure; and answered, blushing, that she considered Sir Thomas
as a parent whom she was to esteem and-revere, not as one for
whom she was to entertain any sentiment of a softer kind. :

« But suppose,” replied the other; ¢ that he should entertain -
sentiments of a softer kind for you.”—* 1 cannot suppose it.”’—
« There you are in the wrong ; -men of sense and knowledge of
the world, like Sir Thomas, are not so prodigal of unmeaning
compliments as giddy. yanag pedple, who méan not half of what
they say; but they feel more deeply the ferce of our attractions,
and will retain the impreasion so much the longer as it is grafted -
on maturity of judgment.’ I am very much mistaken, Miss Lucy,
if the worthiest of men id not your lover.”—* Lover! Sir Thomas
Sindall my lover!”—# I profess, my dear, I cannot see the rea«
son of that passionate exclamation : nor why that man should
not be eatitled to love you, who has himself the best title te be
beloved.”~—%1 may reverence Sir Thomas Sindall, I may ad
mire his goodness ; I will do eny shisg to show my gratitude to
him ; but to love him—good heavens !

« There is, I know,” rejoined Mrs, Boothby, ¢ a certain ro-
mantic affection, which young people suppose .to be the only
thing that comes under that denomination. From being accus-
tomed to admire. a set of opinions,. which they term sentimental,

d to others which they look upon as vulgar and unfeeling,
they form to themselves an ideal system in thosé matters, which,
from the nature of things, must always be disappointed. .You
will find, Miss Siedall, when you have lived to see a little more
of the world, the insufficiency of those visiopary articles of hap-
piness; that are set forth with such parade of language.in novels
and romances, as consisting ‘in sympathy of soul, and the mutual
attraction of hearts, destined for each’ other.”

. % You will pardon me,” said Luey, « for making one obser-
vation, that you yourself are an instance against the universal
truth of your argumént; you married for love, Mra. Boothby.”— -
1 did so,” interrupted she, ‘“and therefore I am the better able
to inform yom of the short duration of that paradise such a state
is supposed to imply. - We were looked upos, Miss: Lucy,
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as patterns of conjugal felicity ; but-folks did little know, how
soon the raptures with which we went .together were changed
into feelings of a much colder kind. At the same time, Mr.
Boothby was a good natured man; and, I believe, We were.ona
better footing than most of yoar couples who marry for love are
at the end of a twelvemonth. I am now bat too well convinced
that those are the happiest matches which are founded on the
soberer sentiments of gratitude and esteem.”

To this concluding maxim Lucy made no reply. It was oae
of those which she could not easily bearto believe; it evea tine-
tured the character of the person who made it, and she found
herself not so much dxspooed to Iove Mrs. Boothby as she once -
had been.

- For this sort of reasonmg, however, tlmt lady had reasons
which it may not be improper-to explain.to-the reader, if indeed
the reader-has not already dlscoverod dlem w:thout tbe umt-
ance of explanation. ' -

Sir Thomas Sindail, t.hough he was now vengmg townds tbat

time of life when - .

“ the heyday of the blood is mme,

was still as suscepubie as ever.of the mﬂuence of tsonmy Mus
Lucy L have ilready- mentisned as possessing an ugacommon

share of it ;-and chance had:placed her so immediately under his
observation and fuardianship, that' it was scaree possible not
for him to remark, and having remarked, notto desire it. ' In
some minds, indeed, there might have arisen suggestions of
honor and conscieace, unfavorable to the use.of that opporten-
ity which fortune had put in. his power; but these were restraints
which Sir Thomas had so frequently broken; as m a gre&t mea-
sure to annihilate their force. .

Dauring the life of his aunt, there were .other mohves to re-
strain him; those were now removed; and being sodicitous to
preserve the advantage which- he drew from Miss Sindall’s
residence in the-house, he pitched on Mrs. Boothby to fill Mrs.
Selwyn’s place, from whom his former good offices gave him an
additional title to- expect assistance, by means of the influence
she would naturally gain over the mind of one who was in some
sort to become her ward. As I am willing at present to believe
that lady’s character a fair one, I shall suppose, that -he con-
" cealed from her the kind of addresses with which he meant
to approach her young friend. It is certain there was but one
kind, which the priaciples-of Sir Thomas allowed him to meke.

Oope obstacle;, however, he foresaw in the. attachment which
he had early discovered her to have towards Bolton. This, on
the most favorable ‘supposition of the case, he might easily
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represent to Mrs. Boothby, equally hurtful to Miss Lucy’s inter-

est, and desttuctive of his own wishes : and if she was prevailéd

on to espouse his cause, it may account for those lessons of

prudence which she bestowed upon Miss Sindall. Besides this,

the baronet did not scruple to use some other methods, still,
more dishonorable, of shaking her confidence in his-cousin.

He fell upon means of secretly intercepting that young gentle-

man’s letters to Lucy ; from this he drew a double advantage

"both of fastening a suspicion on Harry’s fidelity, and acquiring

such intelligence as might point his own machinations to defeat
the purposes which that correspondence contained.

emmib——

. . CHAPTER XIV.
Adiscovgryintemsﬁngm'MigsShddL‘ :

UxpEeRr those circumstances of advantage in which Sir Tho-
mas Sindall stood, it did ot seem ‘a matter of extreme difficulty
to accomplish that design which I have hinted to-my readers i
the preceding chapter. ' Let him, whose indignation is roused
at the mention of it, carry his feelings ‘abroad into life, he will
find other Sindalls whom the world has not marked with its dis-
pleasure. In the simplicity of my narrative, what is there thas
should set up this one to his hatred: or his scorn?  Let but the
beart” pronounce its judgment, and the decision will be the
same. Co -

" Hitherto Sir Thomas had -appeared as the parent and guard-
ian of Lucy : and though, at times, certain’ expressions escaped
him, which the quickness of more expetrienced, that is, less in.
nocent minds, would have discovered to belong to another char-
acter ;" yet she to whom they were addressed, had heard them
without suspicion. But she was now alarmed by the sugges-
tions of Mrs. Boothby ; these suggestions it is possible the baro-
net himself liad prompted. Hg knew the force of that poison
which is conveyed in those indirect approaches, when a woman’s
vanity is set on the watch by the assistance of a third person.
She who imagines she hears them with indifference, is in danger;
‘but she who listens to them with pleasure, is undone. - -

With Lucy, however, they failed of that effect which the baro-
net’s experience had promised him : Slie heard them with a sort
of disgust at Mrs. Boothby, and something like fear of Sit Tho.
mas. Her uneasiness increased as his declarations began to be
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more pointad, though they were then on xl{such as some women,
who bad meant to give them no favorable ear, might perhaps
have been rather flattered than displeased with ; but Miss Sin-
dall was equally void of the art by which we dtsgmse our own
sentiments, and the pride we assume from the sentiments of
others.

T'o her virtues Sir Thomas was no stranger they were diffi-
culties which served but as spurs in his pursuit. - That he con-
tinued it with increasing ardor, may be gathered from twe
letters, which I subjoin for the mformatmn of the reader. The
first is addressed

« To Mrs. Wutanly.

"« My Dmn Mipam, :

«1 fear you begin to accuse me of neglect : but. there are rea-
sons why I cannot so easily write to you as formerly. Even
without this apology, you wauld searce believe me capable of
forgetting you, who are almost the only friend I am possessed
of. Alas! T have peed of a friend! pity and direct me.

“Sir Thomas Sindall—how shall I tell it?—he has ceased to
be that guardian,. that protector, I esteemed him ; he says he
loves; he adores me ;——] know not why.it is, but I shudder
when I .hear these words from Sir Thomas Sindall. :

+ «But I have better reason for my fears; he has used such ex-
pressions of late, that, though I am not slulled enough in the
language of his sex to understaad. their meaning fully, yet they .
conv too much for his honor and for my peace
or- is this all.—Last night I was sitting in the parlor with
bun and Mrs. Boothby (of whom I bave much to tell you);
I got up, and stood in the bow window, lookmg at the rays of
- the moodn, which ghitered on the pond.im the “garden. There
* was somethiog of envieble Lranqmlhty in the scene ; I sighed as
I looked.—* That’s a-deep one,’ said Sir Thomas, patting me
on the shoulder bohind 3 1 turned round somewhat in a flurry,
when [ pertaived that Mrs. Boothby had left the room. I made
a-mation towards the door ; Sir Thomas placed himself with his
back to it. ¢ Where is Mrs. Boathby ?’ said I, though I trembled
80, that. I'could scarcely articylate the words. ¢ What is my
sweet gu-l frightened at!’ said he ; “here are none but love and
Smdull He fell on his knees, and repeated a great deal of
Jjargon, (I was so cenfused, I know not what,) holding my hands
all the while fast in his. . I pulled them away at last; he rose,
- and clasping me round the waist, would have forced a kiss §
I screamed out, and he turned from me. ¢ What’s the matter? -
eaid Mrs. Boothby, who then entered the room. ¢A mouse
"““““'Sncroes the carpet, fnghtened Miss Lucy,’ answered Sir

- X, ' . *
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Thomas. I could not speak, but I sat down on the sofa, and
had almost fainted. Sir Thomas brought me some wine and
water, and, pressing my hand, whispered, that he hoped I would
forgive an offence which was already too much punished by its
- effects ; but he looked so, while he spoke this !

« Ob! Mrs. Wistanly, with what regret do I now recollect
the days of peaceful happiness I have passed in your little
dwelling, when we were at Sindall park. I remember I often
wished, like other foolish girls, to be a woman; methinks I would
now gladly return to the state of harmless infancy I then neg-
lected to value. T am but ill made for encountering difficulty
or danger; yet I fear my path is surrounded with both. Could
you receive me again under your roof? there is something hal-
lowed resides beneath it.—Yet this may not now be so conven-
ient—I know not what to say—here I am miserable. Write to
me, I entreat you, as speedily as may be. You never yet
denied me your advice or assistance ; and never before were
they so necessary to your faithful L. Sixparr.”

To this letter Miss Sindall received no answer; in truth
it never reached Mrs. Wistanly, the servant, to whom she en-
trusted its. conveyance, having, according to the instructions he
had received, delivered it into the hands of his master Sir Tho-
mas Sindall. She concluded, therefore, either that Mrs. Wis-
tanly found herself unable to assist her in her present distress,
or, what she imagined more probable, that age had now weak-
ened her faculties so much, as to render her eallous even to
that feeling which should bave pitied it. She next turned her
thoughts upon Miss Walton, the manner of her getting ac-
quainted with whom I have related in the fifth chapter of this
part ; but she learned that Mr. Walton had, a few days before,
set out with his daughter on a journey to the continent, to
which he had been advised by her physicians, as she had,
for some time past, been threatened with symptoms of a con-
sumptive disorder. These circumstances and Sir Thomas’s
further conduct in the interval, induced her to address the
following letter to Bolton, though she began to suspect, from
the supposed failure of his correspondence, that the suggestions
she had heard of his change of circumstances having taught him
to forget her, had but too much foundation in reality. :

< To Henry Bolton, Esq.

«Is it true, that amidst the business, or the pleasures of
his new situation, Harry Bolton has forgotten Lucy Sindall ?
Forlorn as I now am—but I will not complain—I would now
less than ever complain to you—Yet it is not pride, it is not—
I weep while I write this !

—

27
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«But, perhaps, though I do not hear from you, you may yet
remember her to whom you had once some foolish attachment.
It is fit you think of her no more; she was then indeed d
dependant orphan, but there was a small challenge of protection
from friends, to whom it was imagined her infancy had been en-
trusted. Know, that this was a fabricated tale ; she is, in truth,
a wretched foundling, exposed in her infant state, by the cruelty
or necessity of her parents, to the inclemency of a winter storm,
from which miserable situation Sir Thomas Sindall delivered
her. This he has but a little since told me, in the most ungen-
erous manxuer, and from motives which I tremble to think on.—
Inhuman that he is ! why did he save me, then?

. % This Mrs. Boothby, too! encompassed as I was with evils,
was I not wretched enough before? yet this new discovery has
been able to make me more so. My head grows dizzy when I
think on it !—to be blotted out from the records of society !—
‘What misery or what vice have my parents known! yet now to
be the child of a beggar, in poverty and rags, is a situation I am
forced to envy. :

I had one friend from whom I looked for some assistance—
Mrs. Wistanly, from infirmity, I fear, hag forgotten me ; I have
ventured to think on you. Be but my friend, and no more talk
not of love, that you may not force me to refuse your friendship.
If you are not changed, indeed, you will be rewarded enough
when I tel you, that, to remove me from the dangers of this
dreadful place, will call forth more blessings from my heart, than
any other can give, that is not wrung with anguish like that of
the unfortunate ‘

L. SiNDALL.”.

CHAPTER XV.
She receives a letter from Bolton.—A new alarm from Sir Thomas Sindall.

It happened that the messenger to whom the charge of the
foregoing billet was committed, was a person not in that line
of association which the baronet had drawn around her; conse-
quently it escaped interception.

. When Bolton received it, he was not only alarmed with the
intelligence it contained, but his fears were doubly roused from
the discovery it made to him, of his letters not being suffered to
reach Miss Sindall. He dispatched his answer, therefore, by a
special messenger, who was ordered to watch an opportunity of
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delivering it privately into the hands of the lady to whom it was
addressed. This he found no easy matter to accomplish; nor

. would he, perhaps, have been able to effect it at all, but for an
artifice to which he had recourse, of hiring himself on a job in
Sir Thomas’s garden, for which his knowledge in the business
happened to qualify him. He had, indeed, been formerly em-
ployed in that capacity at Sindall park, and had there been.well
enough known to Miss Lucy, who was herself a gardener for
amusement ; and, after leaving that place, having gone to the
neighborhood ‘of Liondon for improvement, he was met, and
hired by his former acquaintance, Mr. Bolton, -

The very next evening after he had got into this station, he
observed Miss Sindall enter the garden alone. This was an
opportunity-not to be missed ; on pretence, therefore, ‘of fetching
somewhat from the end of the walk she was on, he passed her,
and pulling off his hat with a leok significant of prior acquaint-
ance. Lucy observed him, and feeling a sort of momentary
comfort from the recollection, began some talk with him respect-
ing his former situation, and the changes it had undergone. She
asked him many questions about their old neighbors at Sindall
park, and particularly Mrs. Wistanly ; when she was soon con-
vinced of her misapprehension with regard to a failure of that
worthy woman’s intellects, Jerry (so the gardener was familiarly
called,) having seen her on his way to Bilswood, and heard her
speak of Miss Lucy with the most tender concern. “ And what
was your last service, Jerry 1 said she.— I wrought for Mr.
Bolton, madam.”—* Mr. Bolton ?”’—“ And I received this
paper from him for your ladyship, which I was ordered to deli-
ver into your own hands, and no other body’s, an’t please your
ladyship.” She took the letter with a trembling impatience, and
whispering, that she would find an opportunity of seeing him
again, hurried up into her chamber to peruse it. She found it
to contain what follows: - o

“I have not words to tell my ever-dearest Lucy, with what
distracting anxiety I read the letter that is now lying before me.
To give her suspicions of my faith, must have been the work of
no common treachery : when she knows that I wrote to her
three several times without receiving any answer, she will, at
the same time, acquit me of inconstancy, and judge of my un-
easiness. : . c

“ That discovery which she had lately made, is nothing to her
or to me. My Lucy is the child of heaven, and her inheritance
every excellence it can bestow.

¢ But her present situation—my God ! what horrible images
as my fancy drawn of it! For Heaven’s sake, let not even the
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most amiable of weaknesses prevent her escaping from it into
the arms of her faithful Bolton. I dispatch a messenger with
this instantly. I shall follow nim myself, the moment I have
made some arrangements, Lecessary for your present safety and
future comfort. I shall be in the neighborhood of Bilswood
for I am forbidden to enter, Sir Thomas having taken occasion,
from my resigning a commission which would have fixed me
ingloriously in a garrison abroad, that I might be of some use to
my country at home, to write me a letter in the angriest terms,
renouncing me, as he expresses it, for ever. I see, I see the
villany of his purpose ; ’tis but a few days hence, and I will
meet him in the covert of his falsehood, and blastit. Let my
Lucy be but just to herself and to -
“ BoLTON.”

She had scarcely read this, when Mrs. Boothby entered the
room. The baronet had, for some days quitted that plan of in-
timidation, which had prompted him to discover to Lucy the
circumstance of her being a wretched foundling, supported by
his charity, for a behaviour more mild and insinuating ; and Mrs.
Boothby, who squared her conduct accordingly, had been par-
ticularly attentive and obliging. She now delivered to Miss
Sindall a message from a young lady in the neighborhood, an
acquaintance of her’s, begging her company, along with Mrs.
Boothby’s to a party of pleasure the day after. ¢ And really,
Miss Sindall,”.said she, with an air of concern, ¢ I must enforce
the invitation from a regard to your health, as you seem to have
been drooping for some days past.” Lucy looked her full in
the face, and sighed ; that look she did not choose to understand,
but repeated her question as to their jaunt to-morrow. ¢ Miss
Venhurst will call at nine, and expects to find you ready to at-
tend her”—¢ What you please,” replied the other ; «if Miss
Venhurst is to be of the party, I have no objection.” The con-
sent seemed to give much satisfaction to Mrs. Boothby, who left
her with a gentle tap on the back, and an unusual appearance of
kindness in her aspect.

Lucy read her letter again ; she had desired Bolton to think
of her no more ; but there is in the worthiest hearts, a little
hypocrisy attending such requests: she found herself happy
in the thought that he had not forgotten her.

‘When she opened her bureau, to deposit this fresh testimony -
of his attachment, she observed the corner of a piece of paper,
which had been thrust into a fissure occasioned by the shrinking
of the wood. Her curiosity was excited by this circumstance ;
and unfolding the paper, she found it to contain
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% To Miss Sindle.

«“Mapm.—I writ this from a sincear regaird to yur welfer.
Sir Tho. Sindle hase a helitch plott against yur vartue, and hase
imployde Mrs. Buthbie, whu is a wooman of a notoreus karicter
in Londun to assist him. They will putt yu on a jant tomoro
on pretens of seeing Mss Venhrst, butt it is fals : for she is not
to be thair, and they only wants to inveegle yu for a wicket pur-
pes. therfor bi advyzd by a frinde, and du not go.

. "« Yur secrt welwishar,
: R. 8.»

Amazement and horror filled the mind of Lucy as she read
this ; but, when the first perturbation of her soul was over, she
bethought herself of endeavoring to find out her friend in the
author of this epistle, whose compassion seemed so much inter-
ested in her behalf. She remembered that one of the servants
who was sometimes employed to ride out with her, was called
Robert, which agreed with the first initial of the subscription of
the note she had received. At supper, therefore, though she
wore a look of as much indifference. as possible, she marked, .
with a secret attention, the appearance of this man’s counte-
nance. Her belief of his being the person who had communi-
cated this friendly intelligence, was increased from her observa-
tion ; and she determined to watch an opportunity of questioning
him with regard to it. ‘ -

——

CHAPTER XVI.

* Miss Sindall has an interview with Robert.—A resolution she takesin
consequence of it.

ArTER a night of wakeful anxiety, she was called in the
- morning by Mrs. Boothby, who told her, that breakfast waited,
as it was near the hour they proposed setting out on their jaunt.
“ Miss Venhurst,” continued she, ¢ has sent to let you know,.
that she is prevented from calling here as she promised, but that
she will meet us on the road.”——“1 am sorry,”’ answered
.Lucy with a counterfeited coolness, ¢ that I should be forced to
disappoint her in my turn ; but I rested so ill last night, and my
head aches so violently, that I cannot possibly attend her.”
“ Not go!” exclaimed Mrs. Boothby ; * why, my dear, you
will disjoint the whole party ; ';b:sides, I have not time to ac-
2
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quaint the Venhurst family, and it will look so odd.”—~¢It will
look odder,” said Lucy, ¢ if I should go abroad when I am really
8o very much indisposed.”— Nay, if you are really so much
indisposed,” answered the. other, ¢ I will send our apology, late
as it is.”—-—¢ But you shall pot stay at home to attend me,” in-
terrupted Lucy. “Indeed but I shall,” replied Mrs. Boothby ;
¢ it was on your account only that I proposed going. Keep
your chamber, and I will send you up some tea immediately.”—
And she left the room for that purpose. :

Her attention, indeed, was but too vigilant for the -scheme
which Lucy had formed of examining Robert about the note she
had found in her bureau; but accident at last farnished her with
the opportunity she sought. Mrs. Boothby having left her, in
order to preside at dinner, sent this very servant, with a plate of’
something to her patient above stairs. He would have deliver-

.ed it to one of the maids at the door; but Lucy hearing his
voice, desired that he might come in, on pretence of talking to
him about a young horse she had employed him to ride for her,
and sending the maid on some errand, put the paper into bis

- bhand, and. asked him, if he was the person to whom she was

indebted for a piece of information so momentous. . The fellow
blushed, and stammered, and seemed afraid to confess his kind-

ness. % For God’s sake,” said Lucy, ¢ do not trifle with my mi-

sery; there is no time to lose in evasions; what do you know
of Sir Thomas’s designs against me?”’—¢ Why, for certain, ma-
dam,” said he, ¢ servants should not blab their master’s secrets ;
but your ladyship is so sweet a lady that I could not bear to see
you so deceived. Sir Thomas’s valet-de-chamb is a chum of
mine, and he told me, after having made me promise to keep it

a profound secret, that his master designed to entice yeu on a

arty with Mrs. Boothby ; that they were to stop at a solitary
farmhouse of his, and there Sir Thomas” « Forbear the
shocking recital,” cried Lucy— To be sure it is shocking,’’
said Robert, ¢“and so I said to Jem when he told me ; but he
answered (your ladyship will forgive me for repeating his words)
that it mattered not much ; for she is nothing better, said he,
than a beggarly foundling, whom my master and I picked up,
oné stormy night, on the road, near his hunting-place there at

Hazleden ; and, having taken a liking to the child, he brought

her home to Mrs. Selwyn, pretending, that she was the daughter
of a gentleman of his own name, a friend of his who'died abroad ;
and his aunt, believing the story, brought her.up for all the world

-ike a lady, and left her forsooth a legacy at her death; but if.

all were as it should be, she would be following some drag-
gle-tailed gipsy, instead of flaunting in her fineries here.”—

“Would that I were begging my bread, so I were but out of this
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i 1 house.”—¢ I wish you were,” said Robert simpry, *for
I fear there are more plots hatching against you than you are
aware of : is not Mrs. Boothby’s Sukey to sleep to-night in the
room with your ladyship ”—«I consented, on Mrs. Boothby’s
importunity, that she should.”— Why then,” continued he, I
saw Jem carry a cast gown of Mrs. Boothby’s, she had formerly
given to Sukey, but which she asked back from the girl, on pre-
tence of taking a pattern from it, into his master’s dressing-room ;
and when I asked him what he was doing with it there, he winked
thus, and said, it was for somebody to masquerade in to-night.”
« Gracious God!” cried Lucy, ¢ whither shall I turn me?—
Robert, if ever thou wouldst find grace with Heaven, pity a
wretch that knows not where to look for protection !”’—She had
thrown herself on her knees before him. ¢ What can I do for
your ladyship?’’ said he, raising her from the ground. “Take me
from this dreadful place,” she exclaimed, holding by the sleeves
of his coat, as if she feared his leaving her. ¢ Alas!” answered
Robert, * I cannot take you from it.” She stood for some mo-
ments wrapped in thought, the fellow looking piteously in her
face. ¢ It will do,” she cried, breaking from him, and running -

into her dressing-closet. ¢ Look here, Robert, look here; could - ’

I not get from this window on the garden wall, and so leap down
into the outer court?”—s But supposing your ladyship might,
what would you do then 1”—¢ Could not you procure me a
horse 7—Stay—there is one of the chaise horses at grass in the
%ddock——do you know the road to Mrs. Wistanly’s 1”’—¢ Mrs.

istanly’s 1”—« For Heaven’s sake refuse not my request;
you cannot be so cruel as to refuse it.”—I would do much to
serve your ladyship ; but if they should discover us.” ¢« Talk
not of if3, my dear Robert ;—but soft—I will manage it thus—
no, that can’t be, either—the servants are in bed by eleven.”
¢ Before it, an’t please your ladyship.” ¢ If you could contrive
to have that horse saddled at the gate so soon as all is quiet
within, I can get out and meet you.” «I don’t know what to
say to it.”—Somebody from below cried, Robert.—Lucy was
down on her knees again.—¢¢ Stay, I conjure you, and answer
me.”—# For God’s sake, rise,” said he, ‘“and do not debase
yourself to a poor servant, as I am.”— Never will I rise, till you
promise to meet me at eleven.” 1T will, I will, (and the tears .
gushed into his eyes,) whatever be the consequence.” Sukey
appeared at the door, calling Robert, again;—he ran down
stairs, Lucy followed him some steps insensibly, with her hands
folded together in the attitude of supplication.

In the interval between this and the time of putting her
scheme into execution, she suffered all that fear and suspense
could inflict. She wished to see again the intended companion
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of her escape ; but the consciousness of her purpose stopped
ber tongue when she would have uttered some pretence for
ing with him. At times her resolution was staggered by
the thoughts of the perils attending her flight ; but her imagi-
nation presently suggested the danger of her stay, and the dread
of the greater evil became a fortitude against a less. '
The hour of eleven at last arrived. Mrs. Boothby, whose at-
tendance was afterwards to be supplied by that of her maid, had
just bid her good-night, on her pretending an unusual drowsi-
ness, and promised to send up Sukey in a very little after. Lucy
went into her dressing-closet, and, fastening the door, got up
on a chair at the window, which she had taken care to leave open
some time before, and stepped out on the wall of the garden,
which was broad enough a-top to admit of her walking along it.
When she got as far as the gate, she saw, by the light of the
moon, Robert standing at the place of appointment: he caught
ber in his arms when she leaped down. “Why do you tremble
s0 ?1” said she, her own lips quivering as she spoke.—Is the
horse ready 7’—+ Here,” answered Robert, stammering, “ but”
—“Get on,” said Lucy, “and let us away for Heaven’s sake !
—He seemed scarce able to mount the horse ; she sprung from
the ground on the pad behind him. “Does your ladyship thiuk,”
said Robert faintly, as they left the gate, ¢ of the danger you
run ”—* There is no danger but within those hated walls.”—
« Twill be a dreadful night;” for it began to rain, and the
thunder rolled at a distance.—=*¢ Fear not,” said she, ¢ we can-
not miss our way.”’—* But if they should overtake us.””’—*They
shall not, they shall not overtake us !’—Robert answered with
a deep sigh! But they were now at some distance from the
house, and striking out of the highway into a lane, from the end
of which a short road lay, over a common to the village in which
Mrs. Wistanly lived, they put on a very quick pace, and in a
short time Lucy imagined herself pretty safe from pursuit.

CHAPTER XVII
Bolton sets out for Bilswood.—A recital of some incidents in his joarney.

As I flatter myself that my readers feel some interest in the
fate of Miss Sindall, I would not leave that part of my narration
which regarded her, till I had brought it to the peried of her es-
cape. Having accompanied her thus far, I return to give some
account of Mr. Bolton.
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Accerding to the promise he bad.made to Lucy, he set out
for Bilswood two days after the date of that letter she received
“ from him by the hands of his gardener. That faithful fellow

had orders to return, after delivering it, and on procuring what
intelligence lie could of the family, to wait his master, at a little
inn, about five miles distant from Sir Thomas Sindall’s. - The
first part-of his business the reader has seen him accomplish ;
as to the rest, he was only able to learn something, confusedly,
of the baronet’s attachment to Miss Lucy. He expected to
have seen that young lady again on the day following that of
their first interview ; but her attention had been so much occu-
pied by the discoveries related in the two last chapters, and con-
triving the means of avoiding the danger with which she was
threatened, that her promise to the bearer of Mr. Bolton’s letter
had escaped her memdry. He set out therefore, for the place -
of appointment on the evening of that day, and reached it but a°
very short time before his master arrived.

Bolton, having learned what particulars Jerry could inform
him of, desired him to return in the morning to his work in Sir
Thomas’s garden, and remain there till he should receive fur-
ther orders ; then, leaving his horses and servants for fear of
discovery, he'set out on foot, in the garb of a peasant, which
Jerry had found means #® procure him. -

As he had passed several years of his life at Bilswood, he
trusted implicitly to his own knowledge of the way ; but soon
after his leaving the inn, the moon was totally darkened and it
rained with such violence, accompanied with incessant peals
of thunder, that, in the confusion of the scené, he missed his
path, and had wandered a great way over the adjacent common
before he discovered his mistake. When he endeavored to re-
gain the road, he found himself entangled in a very thick brake
of furze, which happened to lie on that side whence he had
turned ; and, after several fruitless efforts to make his way
-through it, he was obliged to desist from the attempt; and tread
back the steps he-had made, till he returned to the open part
of the heath. Here he stood, uncertain what course to take ;
when he observed at a distance the twinkling of a light, which
immediately determined him. On advancing somewhat nearer,
‘he found a little winding track that seemed to' point towards the
place ; and, after following it some time, he could discern an
object which he took for the house to which it led.

The lightning which now flashed around him, discovered on
each hand the earth raised into mounds that seémed graves of

* the dead, and here and there a bone lay on the walk he trod.
4 few paces further, through a narrow Gothic door, gleamed a
light, which faintly illuminated a length of vault within. To
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this Bolton approached, not without some degree of fear ; when
he perceived at the further end, a person in a military uniform,
sitting by a fire he had made of some withered brushwood piled
up against the wall. As Harry approached him, the echo of the
place doubled the hollow sound of his feet. « Who is- there ?”
cried the stranger, turning at the noise, and half unsheathing a
hanger which he wore at his side. ¢ A friend,” replied Harry,
bowing ¢ who takes the liberty of begging a seat by your fire.”
« Your manner,” said the other, “belies your garb ; but who- -
ever you are, you are welcome to what shelter this roof can af-
ford, and what warmth my fire can give. We are, for the time,
joint lords of the mansion, for my title is no other than the in-
clemency of the night. It is such a one as makes even this
gloomy shelter enviable : and that broken piece of mattock,
and this flint, are precious, because they lighted some bits of
dry straw, to kindle the flame that warms us. By the moss
grown altar, and the frequent figures of the cross, I suppose
these are the remains of same chapel devoted to ancient venera-
tion. Sit down on this stone, if you please, Sir, and our offerings
shall be a thankful heart over some humble fare which my knap-
sack Contains.” As he spoke, he pulled out a loaf of coarse
bread, a piece of cheese, and a bottle of ale. Bolton expressed
his thanks Yor the invitation, and partook of the repast. I fear,
Sir,” said his companion, “ you will be poorly supped ; but [
have known what it is to want even a crust of bread. You
look at me with surprise ; but though I am poor, I am honest.”
—= Pardon me,” answered Harry. «1I entertain no suspicion ;
there is something that speaks for you in this bosom, and: an-
swers for your worth. It may be in my power to prevent, for
the future, those' hardships which, I fear, you have formerly en-
dured.” The soldier held forth the bit of bread which he was
putting to his mouth.. « He, to whom this fare is luxury, can
scarcely be dependent ; yet my gratitude to you, Sir, is equally
due ; if I have felt misfortune, I have deserved it.”—He sigh-
ed, and Harry answered him with a sigh—«I see a sort of
question in your face, Sir, and I know not why it is, there are
some faces I cannot easily resist. If my story outlasts the
storm, it will take from the irksomeness of its duration.”
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. CHAPTER XVIII.
‘The stranger relates the hi.story of his life.

. «Ir is now upwards of twenty years since I left my native
country. You are too young, Sir, to have gained much know-
ledge of mankind ; let me warn you, from -sad experience, to
beware of those passions which at your age I was unable to re-
sist, and which, in the commerce of the world, will find abund-
ant occasion to.overcome incautious and inexperienced youth.
Start not when I tell you, that you see before you one whom the
laws of his country had doomed to expiate his crimes by death,
though, from the mercy of his prince, that Judgment was miti-
gated into a term of transportation, some time ago elapsed.
This punishment I incurred from the commission of a robbery, .
to which some particular circumstances, joined to the poverty
consequent on dissipation and exiravagance, had tempted me,
% The master to whom my service was adjudged in the West
Indies, happened to die soon after my arrival there. I got my
freedom, therefore, though it was but to change it for a service
as severg as my former : I was enlisted in a regiment then sta-
tioned in the island, and being considered as a felon, unworthy
of any mild treatment, was constantly exposed to every hardship
which the strietest duty, or the most continual exposure to the
dangers of the climate, could inflict. Had I revealed my story,
and taken advantage of that distinction which my birth and edu-
cation would have made between the other convicts and me, it
is probable I might have prevented most of the evils both of my-
former and present situation ; but I set out, from the first, with
a fixed determination of suﬂ'ermg every part of my punishment,
which the law allots to the meanest and most unfriended. All
the severities, thérefore, which were now imposed upon me, 1
bore without repining : and, from an excellent natural constitu-
tion, was not only able to overcome them, but they served to
render me still more patient of fatigue, and less susceptible of
impression from the vicissitudes of the weather; and from a
sullen disregard of life, with which the remembrance of better
days inspired me, my soul became as fearless as my body ro-
bust. These qualities made me be taken notice of by some of
the officers in the regiment, and afterwards, when it was ordered
to America, ahd went on some Indian expedltmns, were still
more serviceable.and more attractive of observation. By these
means.I began to obliterate the disgrace which my sxtuauon al
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enlisting had fixed upon me ; and, if still regarded as a ruffian,

I was at least acknowledged to be a useful one. Not long
after, on occasion of a piece of service I performed for an officer
on an advanced guard, that was attacked by a party of hostile
Indians, I was promoted to a halberd. The stigma, however,
of my transportation was not yet entirely forgotten, and by some
it was the better remembered, because of my present advance-
ment. One of those, with whom I had never been on good
_ terms, was particularly offended at being commanded, as he
termed it; by a jail-bird ; and one day, when I was on guard,

_ had drawn on the back of my coat, the picture of a gallows, on -

which was hung a figure in caricature, with the initials of my name
written over'it. 'This was an affront too gross to be tamely put
ap with ; baving sought out the man, who did not deny.the
sharge, I challenged him to give me satisfaction by fighting me:
But this, from the opinion conceived of my strength and ferocity,
he did not choose to accept ; on which I gave him so severe a
drubbing, that he was umable to mount guard in his turn; and
the surgeon reported that his life was in danger. For this
offence 1 was tried by a court-martial, and sentenced to receive
five hundred lashes as a punishment. When their sentence was
communicated to me, I petitioned that it might be changed into

death ; but my request was refused. That very day, therefore,

I received one hundred lashes, (for the sentence was to-be exe-
cuted at different periods,) and next morning was to suffer as
many more. 'The remainder, however, I resolved, if possible,
to escape by an act of suicide. This I was only prevented from
putting in execution by the want of opportunity ; as I had been
stripped of every the smallest weapon of offence, and was bound
with ropes to one of the posts of my bed. I contrived, never-
theless, about midnight, to reach the fireplace with my feet,
and having drawn out thence a live ember, disposed it immedi-
ately under the most combustible part of the bed. It had very
soon the effect I desired; the room was set on fire, and I re-
gained my. liberty, by the ropes, with which I was tied, being
burnt. At that moment, the desire of life was rekindled by the
possibility of escaping ; the flames bursting out fiercely at one
side of the house where I 'lay, the attention of the soldiers whom
the fire had awakened, was principally turned to that quarter,
and I bad an opportunity of stealing off unperceived at the op~
posite side. We were then in a sort of wooden huts, which had
been built for our accommodation on the outside of one of our
frontier forts-; so that, when I had run two or three hundred
yards, T found myself in the shelter of a wood, pretty secure
from pursuit; but, as there it was impossible for me long to
subsist, and I had no chance of escaping detection if I ventured

S
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to approach the habitations of any of my countrymen, I had
formed the resolution of endeavoring to join the Indians, whose
scouting parties I had frequently seen at a small distance from
our outposts. I held, therefore, in a direction which I judged.
the most probable for falling in with them, and in & very little
after daybreak discovered a party, seated after the manner of
their country, in a ring, with the ashes of their newly-extinguish-
ed fire in the middle. I advanced slowly to the place, which I
had almost reached before I was perceived. When they dis-
covered me, they leaped up on their feet, and seizing their arms,
screamed out the war-whoop, to alarm the different small parties
who had passed the night in resting places near them. One of
them, presenting his piece, took aim at me; but I fell on my

‘knees, showed them my defenceless state, and held out my

hands, as if imploring their mercy and protection. Upon this,
one of the cldest among them made a sign to the rest, and ad-
vancing towards me, asked me, in broken French; mixed with
his own language, of which two I understood something; what,
was my intention, and whence I came? I answered as distinctly
as I could to these interrogatories; and showing the sores on
my back, which I gave him to understand had been inflicted at
the fort, made protestations, both by imperfect language and
significant gestures, of my friendship to his countrymen, and
hatred to my own. After holding a moment’s conversation
with the rest, he took my hand, and, leading me a little forward,
placed ‘me in the midst of the party. -Some of them examined
me attentively, and upon some farther discourse together,
brought the baggage, with which two prisoners, lately .made
from some adverse tribe, had been loaded, and laid it upon me.
This burden, which to any man would have been oppressively
heavy, you may believe, was much more intolerable to me,
whese flesh was yet raw from the lashes I had received ; but as
I knew that fortitude was an indispensable virtue with the In-
dians, I bore it without wincing, and we proceeded on the route
which the party I had joined were destined to pursue. During
the course of our first day’s march, they often looked steadfastly
in my face, to discover if I showed any signs of uneasiness.
When they saw that I did not, they lightened my load by de-
grees, and at last, the senior chief, who had first taken notice
of me, freed me from it altogether, and, at the same time, chew-
ing some herbs he found in the wood, applied them to my sores,
which in a few day’s were almost entirely healed. I was then
intrusted with a tomahawk, and shortly after with a gun, to the .
dextrous use of both which weapons I was frequently ‘exercised
by the young men of our party, during the remainder of our ex-
pedition. Itlasted some months, in which time I had also become
. 28
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tolerably acquainted with their language. At the end of this -
excursion, in which they warred on some other Indian nations,
they returned to their own country, and were received with all
_the barharous demonstrations of joy peculiar to that people. In
a day or two after their arrival, their prisoners were brought forth
into a large plain, where the kindred of those who had been
slain by the nations to which the captives belonged, assembled
to.see them. KEach singled out his expiatory prisoner, and
" having taken him home to"his hut, such as choose that kind of
satisfaction, adopted them in place of the relations they had
lost ; with the rest they returned to their former place of meet-
mg, and began to celebrate the festival of their revenge. You
can hardly conceive a species of inventive cruelty, which they
did not inflict on the wretches whom fortune had thus put into
their power; during the course of which, not a groan escaped
' from the sufferers ; but while the use of  their voices remained,
they sung in their rude, yet forcible manner, the glory of théir
,former victories, and the pleasure they had received from the
death of their foes; concluding always with the hopes of re-
" venge from the surviving warriors of their nation. Nor was it
only for the pleasure of the reflection that they carolled thus the
triumphs of the past ; for I could observe, that, when at any time
the rage of their tormentors seemed to subside, they poured forth
those boastful strains in order to rekindle their fury; that intense-
ness of pain might not be wanting in the trial of their fortitude.
I perceived the old man, whom I have before mentioned, keep
his eye fixed upon me during this inhuman solemnity ; and fre-
quently, when an extreme degree of torture was borne with that
calmness which I have described, he would point, with an ex-
pressive look, to him on whom it was inflicted, as if he had de-
sired me to take particular notice of his resolution. = I did not
then fully comprehend the meaning of this; but I afterwards
understood it to have been a preparatory hint of what I myself
was to endure ; for the next morning, after the last surviving
prisoner had expired, I was seized by three or four Indians, who
stripped me of what little clothes I had then left, tied me in a
horizontal posture between the branches-of two large trees they
-had fixed in the ground, aud, after the whole tribe had danced
round me to the music of a barbarous howl, they began to re-act
upon me mearly the same-sceno they had been engaged in the
day before. After each of a certain select nuraber- had struck
‘his knife into my body, though they carefully avoided any mortal
wound, they rubbed it over, bleeding as it was, with gunpowder,
the salts of which gave me the most exquisite pain. Nor did
the ingenuity of these practised tormentors stop here ; they af-
terwards laid quantities of dry gunpowder on different parts of
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my body, and set fire to-them, by which I was burnt in some
places to the bone.—But I see you shudder at the horrid re-
cital ; suffice it then to say, that these, and some other such ex-
periments of wanton cruelty, I bore with that patience, with
which nothing but a life of hardship, and a certain obduracy
of spirit, proceeding from a contempt of existence, could have
endowed me. : :
s After this trial was over, I was loosed from my bonds, and
set in the midst of a circle, who shouted the cry of victory, and
my aged friend brought me a bowl of water, mixed with some
spirits, to drink. He took me then home to his hut, and laid
applications of different simples to my mangled body. When I
was so well recovered as to be able to walk abroad, he called
together certain elders of his tribe, and acknowledging me for
his son, gave me a name, and fastened round my neck a belt of
wampum. It is thus,” said he, ¢that the valiant are tried, and
thus are they rewarded ; for how shouldst thou be as one of us,
if thy soul were as the soul of little men ; he is only worthy
to lift the hatchet with the Cherokees, to whom shame is more
intolerable than the stab of the knife, or the burning of the fire.”

CHAPTER XIX.
A continuation of the stranger’s story.

« In this society I lived till about a year and a half ago ; and
1t may seem extraordinary to declare, yet it is certainly true,
that during the life of the old man who had adopted me, even
bad there been no legal restraint on my return to my native
country, scarce any inducement could have tempted me to leave
the nation to which he belonged, except perhaps the desire of
revisiting a parent, and a sist®, whom I had left in England,
sunk beneath that ignominy which the son and the brother had
drawn on his guiltless connexions. When we consider the per-
fect freedom subsisting in this rude and simple state of society,
where rule is only acknowledged for thé purpose of immediate
utility to those who obey, and ceases whenever that purpose of
subordination is accomplished ; where greatness cannot use op-
pression, nor wealth excite envy ; where the desires are native
to the heart, and the languor of satiety is unknown ; where, if"
there is no refined sensation of delight, there is also' no ideal
source of calamity ; we shall the less wonder at the inhabitants
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feeling no regret for the want of those delicate pleasures oy
which a more polished people is possessed. Certain it is, tha
I am far from being a single instance, of one who had even at
tained maturity in Europe, and yet found his mind so accommo
dated, by the habit of a few years, to Indian manners, as to leave
that country with regret.  The death of my parent by adoption
loosened, indeed, my attachment to it; that event happened a
short time before my departure from America. '

« The composure with which the old man met his dissolution,
would have done honor to the firmest philosopher of antiquity.
‘When he found himself near his end, he called me to him, to
deliver some final instructions respecting my carriage to his
countrymen ; he observed at the close of his discourse, that I
retained 'so much of the European, as to shed some tears while
he delivered it. ¢In those tears,’ said he, ¢ thére is no wis-
dom, for there is no use ; I have heard, that, in your country,
men prepare for death, by thinking on it while they live; this
- also is folly, because it loses the good, by anticipating the evil :
we do otherwise, my son, as our fathers have better instructed
us, and take from the evil by reflecting on the good. I have
lived a thousand moons, without captivity, and without dis-
grace ; in my youth I did not fly in battle, and in age, the tribes
listened while I spake. If1I live in another land after death, I
shall remember these things with pleasure ; if the present is our
only life, to have done thus is to have used it well. You have
sometimes told me of your countrymen’s account of a land of-
souls; but you-were a young man when you came among us,
and the cunning among them may have deceived you; for the
children of the French king call themselves after the same God
that the English do ; yet their discourses concerning him cannot
be true, because they are opposite one to another. Each says,
that God shall burn the others with fire ; which could not happen
if both were his children. Besides, neither of them act as the
sons of Truth, but as the sons of Deceit ; they say their God
heareth all things, yet do they break the promises which they
bave called upon him to hear : gt we know that the spirit within
us listeneth, and what we have said in its hearing, that we do. If
in another country the soul liveth, this witness shall live with it;
whom it hath here reproached, it shall there disquiet; whom it
hath here honored, it shall there reward. Live, therefore, my
" .8on, as your father hath lived; and die, as he dieth, fearless
of death.’

“ With such sentiments, the old man resigned his breath, and
I blushed for the life of Christians, while I heard them.

“I was now become an independent member of the com

munity ; and my behaviour had been such, that. I succeede }
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to the condition of my father, with the respect of a_people
amongst whom honor is attainable only by merit. But his
death had dissolved that, tie which gratitude, and indeed affec-
tion for the old man, had on'my heart; and the scene of his
death naturally awakened in me the remembrance of a father
in England, whose age might now be helpless, and call for the
aid of a long lost son to solace and support it. This idea, once
roused, became every day more powerful, and at last I resolved
to communicate it to the tribe, and tell them my purpose of
retprning home. :
¢’ They heard me without surprise or emotion ; as indeed it is
their great characteristic not to be easily awakened to either.
¢ You return,’ said one of the elders, ‘to a people who sell affec-
tion to their brethren for money ; take, therefore, with you some
of the commodities which their traders value. Strength, agility,
and fortitude, are sufficient to us ; but with them they are of lit~
tle use ; and he who possesses wealth, having no need of virtue,
among 'the ‘wealthy it will not be found. The last your father
taught you, and amongst us you have practised ; the first he had
not to leave, nor have we to bestow ; but take as many beaver
skms as you can carry en your journey, that it may reach that -
nt whom, you tell us, you go to cherish.?

« T returned thanks to the old man for his counsel, and to the
whole tribe for their kindness ; and having, according to his dd
vice, taken a few of the furs they offered me, I resumed the tat
tered remains of the European dress which I had on when }
escaped from the fort, and took the nearest road to one-of om
back settlements, which I reached without any accident, by the
“assistance of an Indian, who had long shown a particular attach-
ment to me, and who now attended me on my way. ¢Yonder
smoke,’ said my conductor, ¢rises from the dwellings of your
countrymen. You nowreturn to a world which I have heard you
describe as full of “calamity ; but the soul you possess is the
soul of a man; ; remember that to fortitude there is no sting in
adversity, and in death no evil to the valiant.’s

“ When he left me, I stood for some minutes, looking back,
on one hand to the wilds I had passed, and on the other to the
scenes of cultivation which European industry had formeq,r and
it may surprise you to hear, that though there wanted not some
rekindling attachment to a people amongst whom my first breath
had been drawn, and my youth spent, yet my imagination drew,
on this side, fraud, hypocrisy, and sordid baseness; while on
thatl seemed to preside honesty, truth, and savage nobleness of
sou (

“When I appeared at the door of one of the houses in the set
tlement that was nearest me,#I' was immediately accosted by

28
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its master, who, judging from the bundle of furs which I carried,
that I had been trading among the Indians, asked me, with much
kindness, to take up my lodging with him. Of this offer I was
very glad to accept, though I found a scarcity of words to thank
my countryman for his favors; as, from want of use, my re-
membrance of the English language had been so much effaced,’
as not only to repress fluency, but even to prevent an ordinary
command of expression; and I was more especially at a loss for
ceremonious phraseology, that department of language being un-
known in the country whence I was just returned. My landlord
was not a little astonished when I could at last make shift to in-
form him of my having passed so many years among the Indians.
 He asked a thousand questions about customs which never ex-
isted, and told me of a multitude of things, of which all the time I
had lived in that country, I had never dreamed the possibility. In-
deed, from the superiority of his expression, joined to that fund
of supposed knowledge which it served to communicate, a by
stander would have been led to imagine, that he was describing,
to some ignorant guest, & country with whose manners he
been long conversant, and among whose inhabitants he had
passed the greatest part of his life. At length, however, his
discourse centred upon the fur trade, and naturally glided from -
that to an offer of purchasing my beaver skins. These things, I
was informed by my courteous entertainer, had fallen so much
in their price of late, that the traders could bardly defray their
Jjourney in procuring them ; that himself had lost by some late
bargains in that way; but that to oblige a stranger, the singular-
ity of whose adventures had interested him in his behalf, he
would give me the highest price at which he had heard of their
being sold for a long time past. This I accepted without hesi-
- tation, as I had neither language nor inclination for haggling ;
and having procured as much money by the bargain as, I ima-
gined, would more than carry me to a seaport, I proceeded on
my journey, accompanied by an inhabitant of Williamsburg, who
was returned from an annual visit to a settlement on the back-
frontiers, which he had purchased in partnership with another,
who constantly resided upon it. He seemed to be naturally of
an inquisitive disposition ; and having learned from my former
landlord, that I bad lived several years with the Indians, tor-
mented me, all the while our journey lasted, with interrogatories
concerning their country and manners. But as he was less opin-
ionative of his own knowledge in the matter than my last Eng-
-ish acquaintance, I was the more easily prevailed on to satisfy
his curiosity, though at the expense of a greater number of words
than I could conveniently spare ; and, at last, he made himself
_entirely master of my story, from the time of leaving the regi-
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ment in which I had served, down to the day on which I de-
livered my recital. When I mentioned my having sold my
beaver skins for a certain sum, he started aside, and then lifling
up his eyes in an ejaculatory manner, expressed his astonishment
how a Christian could be guilty of such monstrous dishonesty,
which, he said, was no better than one would have expected in
a savage; for that my skins were worth at least three times the
money. I smiled at his notions of comparative morality, and
bore the intelligence with a calmness that seemed to move his
ﬁmimtion. fHe thanked Grod that all were not so ready to take
vantage of ignorance or misfortune, and cordiall ing. m
hand, begged me to make his house at Wi.lliams{ig;s rglyn%wny,
till such time as I could procure my passage to England.”

CHAPTER XX.
Conclusion of the stranger’s story.

-« PURSUANT to this friendly invitation, I accompanied him to_
his house on our arrival in that place. For some days mny. land-
lord behaved to me in the most friendly manner, and furnished
me, of his own accord, with linen and wearing apparel ; several
articles of which, though necessaries in the polished society of
those amongst whom I now resided, my ideas of Indian simpli
city made me consider superfluous. i

“ During this time, I frequently attended him at his store,
while he was receiving consignments of goods, and assisted.
him and his seryants in the disposal and assortment of them.
At first he received this assistance as a favor ; but I could ob-
serve that he soon began to look upon it as a matter of right,
and called me to bear a hand, as he termed it, in a manner
rather too peremptory for my pride to submit to. At last, when
be ventured to tax me with some office of menial servility, I told
" him, I did not consider myself his dependant, any further than
gratitude for his favors demanded, and refused to perform it.
Upon which he let me know, that he. looked upon me as his
servant, and that, if I did not immediately obey his command,
he would find a way to be revenged of me. This declaration
heightened my resentment, and confirmed my refusal. I desired
him to give me an account of what money he had expended, in
thoge articles with which he had supplied me, that I might pay
bim out of the small sum I had in my possession, and, if that
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was not sufficient, I would rather sell my new habiliments, and re
turn to my rags, than be indebted for a farthing to his generosity
He answered that he would clear accounts with me by and by
He did so, by niaking oath before a magistrate, that I was
deserter from his majesty’s service, and, according to my owa
confession, had associated with the savages, enemies of the
province. As I could deny neither of those charges, I was
thrown into prison, where I should have been in danger of
starving, had not the curiosity of some of the townsfolks induced
them to visit me, when' they commonly contributed some trifle
towards my support ; till at length, partly, I suppose, from the
abatement of my accuser’s anger, and partly from the flagrancy
of detaining me in prison without any provision for my mainte-
nance, I was suffered to be enlarged; and a vessel being then
ready to sail for England, several of whose hands had deserted
her, the master agreed to take me on board for the considera-
tion of my working the voyage. For this, indeed, I was not in
the least qualified as to skill ; but my strength and perseverance
made up, in some operations, for the want of it.

¢ As this was before the end of the war, the ship in which I
sailed happened to be taken by a French privateer, who carried
her into Brest. This, to me, who had already anticipated my
arrival at home, to comfort the declining age of a parent, was
the most mortifying accident of any I had hitherto met with ;
but the captain, and some passengers who were aboard of us,
seemed to make light of their misfortune. The ship was en-
sured, so that in property the owners could suffer little ; as for
ourselves, said they, the French are the politest enemies in the
world, and, till we are exchanged, will treat us with that civil
demeanor so peculiar to their nation. ¢ We are not now (ad-
dressing themselves to me,) among savages, as you were.’
How it fared with them I know not ; I, and other inferior mem-
bers of the crew, were thrust into a dungeon, dark, damp, and
loathsome ; where, from the number confined in it, and the want
of proper circulation, the air became putrid to the most horrible
degree ; and the allowance for our provision was not equal to
two pence a day. To hard living I could well enough submit,
who had been frequently accustomed, among the Cherokees, to
subsist three or four days on a stack of Indian corn moistened
in the first brook I lighted on; but the want of air ahd exercise
I could not so easily endure. I lost the use of my limbs, and
lay motionless on my back, in a corner of the hole we were
confined in, covered with vermm, and supported, in that wretch-
ed state, only by the infrequent humanity of some: sailor, who
crammed my mouth with a bit of his brown bread, softened in
stinking water. The natural vigor of my constitution, however.
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bore up against this complicated misery, till, upon the conclusion
of the peace, we regained our freedom. But when I was set a¢
liberty, I had not strength to enjoy it; and after my companions
were gone, was obliged to crawl several weeks about the streets
of Brest, where the charity of some well dispused Frenchmen
bestowed now and then a trifle upon the pauvre sauvage, as I was
called, till I recovered the exercise of my limbs, and was able
to work my passage in a Dutch merchant ship bound for Eng-
land. The mate of this vessel happened to be a Scotsman,
who, hearing me speak the language of Britain, and having
inquired into the particulars of my stery, humanely attached
himself to my service, and made my situation much more com-

fortable than any I had for sometime experienced. We sailed

from Brest with a fair wind, but had not been long at sea, till it
shifted and blew pretty strong at east, so that we were kept for
several days beating up the Channel ; at the. end of which it -
increased to so violent a degree, that it was impossible for us
to hold a course, and the ship was suffered to scud before the
storm. At the close of the second day, the wind suddenly
chopped about into a westerly point, though without any abate-
ment of its violence ; and very soon after daybreak of the third,
we were driving on the southwest coast of England, right to the
leeward. The consternation of the crew became now so great,
that if any expedient had remained to save us, it would have
scarce allowed them tb put it in practice. The mate, who
seemed to be the ablest sailor on board, exhorted them at least
to endeavor running the ship into a bay, which opened a little
on our starboard quarter, where the shore was flat and sandy ;
comforting them with the reflection, that they should be cast on
friendly ground, and not among savages. His advice and encour-
agement had the desired effect ; and notwithstanding the perils
with which I saw myself surrounded, I looked with a gleam of
satisfaction on the coast of my native land, which for so many
years I had not seen. Unfortunately a ridge of rocks ran almost
across the basin into which, with infinite labor, we were direct--
ing our course; and the ship struck upon them, about the dis-
tance of half a league from the shore. All was now uproar and
confusion. The longboat was launched by some of the crew,
who, with the captain, got immediately into her, and brandishing
their long knives, threatened with instant death any who should
attempt to follow them, as she was already loaded beyond her
burden. Indeed, there remained at this time in the ship only
two sailors, the mate, and myself; the first were washed oyer-
board while they hung on the ship’s side attempting to leap into
the boat, and we saw them no more ; nor had their hardhearted
companions a.-better fate ; they had scarcely rowed a cable’s
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length from the ship, when the boat overset, and every one on
board her perished. There now remnained only my friend the
mate, and L, who, consulting & moment together, agreed to keep
by the ship till she should split, and endeavor to save ourselves
on some broken plank which the storm might drive on shore.
We had just time to come to this resolution, when, by the vio-
lence of a wave that broke over the ship, her mainmast went by
the board, and we were swept off the deck at the same instant.
My companion could not swim; but I had been taught that art
by my Indian friends to the greatest degree of expertness. I
was, therefore, more uneasy about the honest Scotsman’s fate
than my own, and, quitting the mast, of which I had caught hold
in its fall, swam to the place where he first rose to the surface,
and catching him by the hair, held his head tolerably above
water, till he was able so far to recollect himself, as to cling by
" a part of the shrouds of our floating mainmast, to which I bore
him. In our passage to the shore on this slender float, he
was several times obliged to quit his hold, from his strength
being exhausted ; but I was always so fortunate as to be able
to replace him in his former situation, till, at last, we were thrown
upon the beach, near to the bottom of that bay at the mouth of
which our ship had struck. I was not so much spent by my
fatigue, but that T was able to draw the mate safe out of the
water, and advancing to a crowd of people whom I saw assem-
bled near us, began to entreat their assistance for him in very
pathetic terms, when, to my utter astonishment, one of them
struck at me with a bludgeon, while another, making up to my
fellow-sufferer, would have beat out his brains with a stone, if I
had not run up nimbly behind him, and dashed it from his uplifted
hand. This man happened to be armed with a hanger, which
he instantly drew, and made a furious stroke at my head. I
parried his blow with my arm, and, at the same time, seized his
wrist, gave it S0 sudden a wrench, that the weapon dropped to
the ground. I instantly possessed myself of it, and stood astride
my companion with the aspect of an angry lionness guarding her
young from the hunter. The appearance of strength and fierce-
ness which my figure exhibited, kept my enemies a little at bay,
when, fortunately, we saw advancing a body of soldiers, headed
by an officer, whom a gentleman of humanity in the neighbor-
hood had prevailed on to march to-the place for the preservation
of any of the crew whom the storm might spare, or any part of
the cargo that might chance to be thrown ashore. At sight of
this detachment the crowd dispersed, and left me master of the
field. The officer very humanely took charge of my companion
and me, brought us to his quarters in the neighborhood, and
accommodated me with these very clothes which I row have



. THE MAN OF THE WORLD. 335

on. From him I learned, that those Englishmen, who (as our
mate by way of tomfort observed) were not savages, had the
idea transmitted them from their fathers, that all wrecks became
their property by the immediate hand of God, and as in their
apprehension that denomination belonged only to ships from
which there landed no living thing, their hostile endeavors
against the Scotsman’s life and mine, proceeded from a desire
of bringing our vessel into that supposed condition.

s After having weathered so many successive disasters, I am
at last arrived near the place of my nativity ; fain would I hope,
that a parent and a sister, whose tender remembrance, mingled
with that of happier days, now rushes on my soul, are yet alive
to pardon the wanderings of my youth, and receive me after
those hardships to which its ungoverned passions have sub-
jected me. Like the prodigal son, I bring no worldly wealth
along with me; but I return with a mind conscious of 'its
former errors, and seeking that peace which they destroyed.
To have used prosperity well, is the first favored lot of Heaven;
the next is his, whom adversity has not smitten in vain.”

-~

CHAPTER XXI.

Bolton and his companion meet with an uncommon adventure.

WaEN the stranger Mad finished his narration, Bolton ex-
ressed, in very strong terms, his compassion for the hardships
Ee had suffered. ¢ I do not wish,” said he, “ to be the prophet
of evil ; butif it should happen, that your expectations of the
comfort your native country is-to afford you be disappointed, it
will give me the truest pleasure to shelter a head on which so
many vicissitudes have beat, under that roof of which providence
has made me master.” He was interrupted by the trampling
of horses at a distance ; his fears, wakeful at this time, were
immediately roused ; the stranger observed his confusion.—
« You seem uneasy, Sir,” said he ; “but they are not the re-
treats of houseless poverty like this, that violence and rapine
are wont to attack.”—¢ You mistake,” answered Harry, who
was now standing at the door of the chapel, « the ground of my
alarm; at present I have a particular reason for my fears, which
is mearer to me than my own personal safety.” He listened ;
the noise grew fainter ; but he marked, by the light of the moon,
which now shone out again, the direction whence it seemed to
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-proceed, which was over an open part of the common. ¢ They
are gone this way,” he cried, with an eagerness of look, grasp-
ing one of the knotty branches which the soldier’s fire had
spared. ¢ If there is danger in your way,” said his companion,
“ you shall not meet it alone.” 'They sallied forth together.
They had not proceeded above a quarter of a mile, when
they perceived, at a distance, the twinkling of lights in motion :
their pace was quickened at the sight; but in a few minutes
those were extinguished, the moon was darkened by another
cloud, and the wind began to howl again. They advanced,
however, on the line in which they imagined the lights to have
appeared, when in one of the pauses of the storm, they heard
shrieks, in a female voice, that seemed to issue from some
place but a little way off. They rushed forward in the direc-
tion of the sound, till they were stopped by a pretty high wall.
Having made shift to scramble over this, they found themselves
in the garden belonging to a low-built house, from one of the
windows of which they saw the glimmer of a candle through the
openings of the shutters, but the voice had ceased, and all was
silent within. Bolton knocked at the door, but received no an-
swer ; when, suddenly, the screaming was repeated with more
violence than before. He and his companion now threw them--
selves with so much force against the door, as to burst it open.
They rushed into the room whence the noise proceeded ; when
the first object that presented itself to Bolton was Miss Sindall
on her knees, her clothes torn and her hair dishevelled, with
two servants holding her arms, imploring mercy of Sir Thomas,
who was calling out ir: a furious tone, “Damn your pity, rascals,
carry her to bed by force.”— Turn, villain!” cried Harry,
“turn and defend yourself.” Sindall started at the well known
voice, and pulling out a pistol, fired it within a few feet of the
other’s face ; he missed, and Bolton pushed forward to close
with him ; when one of the servants, quitting Miss Sindall,
threw himself between him and his master, and made a blow at
his head with the butt-end of a hunting whip : this Harry catch-
ed on his stick, and in the return levelled the fellow with the
ground. His master now fired another pistol, which would
have probably taken more effect than the former, had not Bol-
ton’s new acquaintance struck up the muzzle just as it went
off, the ball going through a window at Harry’s back. The
baronet had his sword now drawn in the other hand, and, changing
the object of his attack, he made a furious pass at the soldier,
who parried it with his hanger. At the second lounge, Sir
Thomas’s violence threw him on the point of his adversary’s
weapon, which entered his body a little below the breast. He
staggered a few paces backwards, and clapping one hand on
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the place, leaned with the other.on a table that stood behind
him, and cried out that he was a dead man. “ My God!” ex.
claimed the stranger, “are not you Sir Thomas Sindall 1’—
 8ir Thomas Sindall I”’. cried a woman who now entered half
dressed, with the mistress of the house. - ¢ It is, it is Sir Tho-
mas Sindall,” said the landlady ; ¢ for God’s sake do his henor
no hurt.”—*I hope,” continued the other with a look of earnest
wildness, * you have not been a-bed with that young lady !”—
She waited not a reply—*for as sure as there is a God in hea-
ven she is your own daughter !” Her hearers stood aghast as
she spoke. Sindall stared wildly for a moment, then giving a
deep groan, fell senseless at the feet of the soldier, who had
sprung forward to support him. What assistance the amaze-
ment of those about him could allow, he received ; and in a
short time began to recover ; but as he revived, his wound bled
with more violence than before. A servant was instantly dis-
patched for a surgeon ; in the meantime, thg soldier procured
some lint, and gave it a temporary dressing. He was now
raised from ‘the ground, and supported ir an elbowchair ; he
bent his eyes fixedly on the woman : ¢ Speak,” said he, “while:
I have life to hear thee.” On the.faces of her audience sat
astonishment, suspense' and expéctation ;. and a chilly silence
prevailed, while she delivered the following recital. -

———

CHAPTER XXII.
A prosecution of the discovery mentioned in the last chapter.

“1 mave been a wicked woman; may God and this lady
forgive me ! but heaven is my witness, that I was thus far on
my way to confess all to your honor,” turning to Sir Thomas
Sindall, “that I might have peace in - my mind before I died.

« You will remember, Sir, that this young lady’s mother was
delivered of her at the house of one of your tenants, where Mr.
Camplin (I think that was his name) brought her for that pur-
pose. I was intrusted with the charge of her as her nurse,
along with some trinkets such as young children are in use to
have, and a considerable sum of money, to provide any other
necessaries she should want. At that very time I had been
drawn in to associate with a gang of pilfering vagrants, whose
stolen goods I had often received into my house, and helped to
dispose of. Fearing therefore that I might one day be brought

. 29 -
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to an account for my past offences, if I remained where I was,
and having at the same time the temptation of such a booty be-
fore me, I formed a scheme for making off with the money and
trinkets I had got from Mr. Camplin : it was to make things
appear as if ny charge and I had been lost in-crossing the river,
_which then happened to be in flood. For this purpose, I daubed
my own cloak, and the infant’s wrapper, with mud and sleech,
and left them close to the overflow of the stream, a little below
the common ford. With shame I confess it, as I bave often
since thought on it with horror, I was more than once tempted
to drown the child, that she might not be a burden to me in my
flight ; but she looked so innocent and sweet, while she clasped
my fingers in her little hand, that I had not the heart to execute
my purpose. - - - 5
« Having endeavored in this manner to account for my dis-
appearing, so as to prevent all further inquiry, I joined. a party
of those wretches, whose associate I had sometime. been, and
" Jeft that part of the country altogether. By their assistance, too,
I was put on a method of disguising my face so much, that had
any of my acquaintance met me, of which there was very litte
chance, it would have been scarce possible for them to recollect
- it. My booty was put into the common steck, and the child
was found useful to raise compassion when we went a-begging,
which was one part of the occupation we followed.

«After I had continued in this society the best part of a year,
during which time we met with various turns of fortune, a scheme
was formed by the remaining part of us (for several of my com-
panions had been banished, or confined to hard labor in the
interval) to break into the house of a wealthy farmer, who, we
understood, had a few days before received a large sum of mo-
ney on a bargain for the lease of an estate, which the proprieter
had redeemed. Our project was executed with success; but
a quarrel arising about the distribution of the spoil, one of the
gang deserted, and informed & neighboring justice of the whole
transactivn and the places.of our retreat. I happened to be a
fortune telling in this gentleman’s house when his informer
came to make the discovery ; and being closeted with ene of
the maid-servants overheard him inquiring. for the justice, and
desiring to have some conversation with -him in private. I im-
mediately suspected his design, and having got out of the house,
eluded pursuit by my knowledge in the by-paths and private
roads of the country. It immediately occurred to me to disbur-
den myself of the child, as she not only retarded my flight, but
was a mark by which I might be discovered ; but, abandoned
as L had then become, I found myself attached to her by that
sort of affection which women conceive: for the infants they
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suckle. I would not, therefore, expose her'in any of those un
frequented places through which I passed in my flight, where
her death must have been the certain consequence ; and, two
or three times when I would have dropped her at some farmer’s
door I was prevented by the fear of discovery. At last I hap-
pened to meet with your honor. You may recollect, Sir, that
the same night on which this lady, then an infant, was found, a
beggar asked alms of you at a farrier’s door, where you stopped
to have one of your horse’s shoes fastened. I was that beggar;
and- hearing from @ boy who held your horse that your name
was Sir Thonras Sindall, and that you were returning to a
hunting seat you had in the neighborhood, I left the infant on.
a narrow part of the road a little way before you, where it was
impossible you should miss of finding her, and stood at the
back of a hedge to observe your behaviour when you came up.
I saw you make your servant pick up the child, and place her
on the saddle before him. Then having, as I thought, suffi-
ciently provided for her, by thus throwin% her under the protec-
tion of her father, I made off .as fast as I could, and continued
my flight, till I imagined I was out of the reach of detection.
But being some time after apprehended on suspicion, and not
able to give a good account of myself, I was advertised in the
papers, and discovered to have been an accomplice in commit-
ting that robbery I mentioned, for which some of the gang had
been already condemned and executed.: I was tried for the
crime, and was cast for transportation. Before I was put on
board the ship that was to carry me and several others abroad,
I wrote a few lines to your honor, acquainting you with the cir-
cumstances of my behaviour towards your daughter: but this,
I suppose, as it was intrusted to a boy who used to go on er-
rands for-the prisoners, has never come to your hands. Not
long ago I returned from my transportation, and betook myself
to my old course of life again. But I happened to be seized
with the smallpox, that raged in a village I passed through ;
and partly from the violence of the distemper, partly from the
want of proper care in the first stages of it, was brought so low,
that a physician, whose humanity induced him to visit me, gave
me over for lost. I found that the terrors of death on a sick
bed had more effect on my conscience than all the hardships I
had formerly undergone, and I began to look back with the
keenest remorse on a life so spent as mine had been. It
pleased God, however, that I should recover ; and I have since
endeavored to make some reparation for my past offences by
my penitence. -

“Among other things, I often reflected on what I had done
with regard to your child ; and being some days ago accident-



340 THE MAN OF THE WORLD.

ally near Sindall park, I went thither, and tried to learn some-
thing of what had befallen her. I understood from some of the
neighbors, that a young lady had been brought up from her in-
fancy with your aunt, and was said to be the daughter of a friend
of yours, who had commutted her to your care at his death.
But, upon inquiring into the time of her being brought to your
house, I was persuaded that she must be the same I had con-
jectured, imputing the story of her being another’s to your de-
sire of concealing that she was yours, which I imagined you
had learned from the letter I wrote before.my transportation ;
till meeting at a house of entertainment, with a servant of yeur
honor’s, he informed me in the course of our conversation, that
it was reported you were goiag to be married to the young lady
who bad lived 80 long in your family. On hearing this I was
confounded, and did not- know what to think ; -but, when I be-
gan to fear that my letter bad never reached you, I trembled at
the thought of what my wickedness might occasion, and could
bave no ease in my mind, till ¥ should set out for Bilswood to
confess the whole affair to your honor. I was to-night over-
taken by the storm near this house, and prevailed on the land-
lady, though it seemed much against her inclination, te permit me
to take up my quarters here. About half an hour ago, I was
waked with the shrieks of some .person in distress, and upon
asking the landlady, who lay.in the same room with me, what
was the matter, she bid me be quiet and say nothing ; for it was
only a worthy gentleman of her acquaintance who had overtaken
a young girl, a foundling he had bred up, that had stolen a sum
of money from his house, and run away with one of his footmen.
At the word- foundling, I felt a kind of something I cannot de-
scribe, and I was terrified when I ov-.aeard some part of your
discourse, and guessed what your intentions were ; I rose,
therefore, in spite of the landlady, and had got thus far dressed,
when we heard the door burst open, and presently a noise of
fighting above stairs. Upon this we ran up- together ; and to
what has happened since this company has been witness.”
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CHAPTER XXIIIL
Miss Sindali discovers another relation.

It is not easy to describe the sensations of Sindall or Lucy,
whon the secret of her birth was unfolded. In the counte-
nance of the last were mingled the indications of fear and pity,
joy and wonder ; while her father turned upon her an eye of -
tenderness chastened with shame. «Oh! thou injured inno-
cence !” said he, “for I know not how to call thee child, canst
thou forgive those—Good God! Bolton, from what hast thou -
saved me!” Lucy was now kneeling at his feet.— Talk not,
8ir,” saidshe, * of the errors of the past; methinks I look on
it as some horrid dream, which it dizzies my head to recollect.
My father!—Gracious God! have I a father ?'—I cannot speak;
but there are a thousand things that beat here!—Is there another
parent to whom I should also kneel?” Sir Thomas cast up a
fook to heaven, and his groans stopped for a while his utterance,

—« Oh! Harriet! if thou art now an angel of mercy, look down
and forgive the wretch that murdered thee!” « Harriet!”
exclaimed the soldier, starting at the sound, “ what Harriet?
what Harriet 1’  Sindall looked earnestly in his face—* Oh!
heavens!” he cried, “art thou—sure thou art!—Annesly ?—
look not, look not on me—thy sister—but I shall not live for thy
upbraidings—thy sister was the mother of my child! Thy father
—to what does this moment of reflection reduce me !—thy father
fell with his daugister, the victims of that villany which overcame
her innocence ! Annesly looked sternly upon him, and ange:
for a moment inflamed his cheeks; but it gave way to softer
feelings. “ What! both? both?”—and he burst into tears.

Bolton now stepped up to this new-acquired friend. I am,”
said he, « comparatively but a spectator of this fateful scene ; let
me endeavor to comfort the distress of the innocent, and alle-
viate the pangs of the guilty. In Sir Thomas Sindall’s present
condition resentment-would be injustice. See here, my friend,”
pointing to-Lucy, ¢ a mediatrix, who forgets the man in the
father.” Annesly gazed upon her. "« She is, she is,” he cried,
« the daughter of my Harriet ;—that eye, that lip, that look of
sorrow [”  He flung himself on her neck; Bolton looked on
them enraptured; and even the languor of Sindall’s face was
crossed with a gleam of momentary pleasure.

Sir Thomas’s servant now arrived, accompanied by a surgeon,
who, upon examining and dressing his wound, was of opinion,
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that in itself it had not the appearance of imminent danger, bu
that from the state of his pulse he was apprehensive of a super
vening fever. He ordered him to be put to bed, and his room
to be kept as quiet as possible. As this gentleman was an ac-
quaintance of Bolton’s, the latter informed him of the state in
which Sir Thomas’s mind must be from the discoveries that the
preceding hour had made to him. Upon which the surgeon beg-

ed that he might, for the present, avoid seeing Miss Sindall or

r. Annesly, or talking with any one on the subject of those
discoveries ; but he could not prevent the intrusion of thought ;
and not many hours after, his patient fell into a roving sort of
slumber, in which he would often start and mutter the words
Harriet, Lucy, murder and incest ! :

Bolton and Lucy now enjoyed one of those luxurious inter-
views, which absence, and hardships during that absence, pro-
cure to souls formed for each other. She related to him all her
past distresses, of which my readers have been. already inform-
ed, and added the account of that night’s event, part of which
only they have heard. Herself indeed, was not then mistress
of it all ; the story at large was this: )

The servant, whose attachment to her I have formerly men-
tioned, had been discovered, in that conference which produced
her resolution of leaving Bilswood, by Mrs. Boothby’s maid,
who immediately communicated to her mistress her suspicions
of the plot going forward between Miss Sindall and Robert.
Upon this the latter was severely interrogated by his master, and
being confronted with Sukey, who repeated the words she had
overheard of the young lady and him, he confessed her intention
of escaping by his assistance, Sir Thomas, drawing his sword,
threatened to put him instantly to death, if he did not expiate his
treachery by obeying implicitly the instructions he should then
receive ; these were, to have the horse saddled at the hour
agreed on, and to proceed, without revealing to Miss Sindall
the confession he had made, on the road which Sir Thomas
now marked out for him. With this, after the most horrid de-
nunciations of vengeance in case of a refusal, the poor fellow
was fain to comply ; and hence his terror when they were leav-
ing the house. They had proceeded but just so far on their way,
as Sir Thomas had thought proper for the accomplishment of
his design, when he, with his valet de chambre and another ser-
vant, who were confidants of their master’s pleasures, made up
to them, and after pretending to upbraid Lucy for the impru-
dence and treachery of her flight, he carried her to this house
of one of those profligate dependants, whom his vices had made
necessary on his estate. .

When she came to the close of this recital, the idea of tha
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relation in which she stood to him from whom those outrages
were suffered, atoppeéd her tongue ; -she blushed and faltered.
« This story,” said she, “ I will now forget for ever, except to
remember that gratitude which I owe to you.” During the
vicissitudes of her narration, he had clasped her hand with a
fearful earnestress, as if he had shared the dangers she related ;
he pressed it to his lips. ¢ Amidst my Lucy’s present moment-
ous conceins;, I would not intnide my own; bat I am selfish in
the little services she acknowledges ; I look for a return.” She
blushed again—= I have but little art,” said she, ¢ and cannot
disguise my sentiments ; my Henry will trust them on a subject
which at present I know his delicacy will forbear.” -

. Annesly now eatered-the room, and  Bolton communicated
the trust he was possessed of in bis behalf, offering to put him
in immediate possession of the sum which Mr. Rawlinson had
bequeathed to his management, and which that gentleman had
mere than doubled since the time it had been left by Annesly’s
uafortunate father. ¢ I know not,” said Annesly, “ how to talk
of those matters, unacquainted as I have been with the manners
of polished and commercial nations ; when I have any particular
destination for money, I will- demand your assistance ; in the
meaantime, consider me as a minor, and use the trust already
reposed in you to my advantage, and the advantage of those
whom misfortune has allied to me.”

"CHAPTER XXIV.
Sir Thomas's situation.—The expression of his penitence.

Nexr moming,; Sindall, by the advice of his surgeon, was
removed in a litter to his own house, where he was soon after
attended by an eminent physician in aid of that gentleman’s
abilities. Pursuant to his earnest entreaties, he was accom-
panied thither by Annesly and Bolton. Lucy, having obtained
leave of his medical attendants, watched her father in the char-
aoter of nurse. ‘ . '

They found, on their urrival, that Mrs. Boothby, having learn-
ed the revolutions of the preceding night, had left the place, and
taken the road towards Liondon. 1 think not of her,” said Sir
Thomas ; ¢ but there is another person, whom my former con-
duct banished from my house, whom I now wish to see in this
assemblage of her friends, the worthy Mrs. Wistanly.” Lucy
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undertook. to write her an account of her situation, and to solicit
her compliance with the request of her father. The old lady,
who had still strength and activity enough for doing good, ac-
cepted the invitation ; and the day following she was with them
at Bilswood. o

Sir Thomas seemed to feel a sort of melancholy satisfaction
in having the company of those he had injured assembled under
his roof. When he was told of Mrs. Wistanly’s arrival, he de-

-gired to see her, and taking her hand, “ I have sent for you,
Madam,” said he, “ that you may help me to unload my soul of
the remembrance of the past.” He then confessed to her that
plan of seduction by which he had overcome the virtue of An-
nesly, and the honor of his sister. *You were a witness,” he
concluded, * of the fall of that worth and innocence which it was
in the power of my former crimes to destroy ; you are now come
to behold the retribution of Heaven on the guilty. By that hand
whom it commissioned to avenge a parent and a sister, I am cut
off in the midst of my days.” «1I hope not, Sir,” answered she ;
“your life, I trust, will make a better expiation. In the punish-
ments of the Divinity there is no idea of vengeance; and the
infliction of what we term evil, serves equally the purpose of
universal benignity, with the dispensation of good.” %I feel,”
replied Sir Thomas, ¢ the force of that observation ; the pain of
this wound ; the presentiment of death which it instils ; the
horror with which the recollection of my incestuous passion
strikes me; all these are in the catalogue of my blessings ;
they indeed take from me the world, but they give me myself.”

_A visit from his physician interrupted their discourse; that
gentleman did not prognosticate so fatally for his patient; he
found the frequency of his pulse considerably abated, and ex-
pressed his hopes that the succeeding night his rest would be
better than it had been. In this he was not mistaken ; and next
morning the doctor continued to think Sir Thomas mending ;
but himself persisted in the belief that he should not recover.

For several days, however, he appeared rather to gain ground
than to lose it ; but afterwards he was seized with hectic fits at
stated intervals ; and when they left him, he complained of a
universal weakness and depression. During all this time Lucy
was seldom away from his bedside ; from her presence he de-
rived peculiar pleasure ; and sometimes, when he was so low as
to be scarce able to speak, would mutter out blessings on her
head, calling her his saint, his guardian angel !

After he had exhausted all the powers of medicine, under the
direction of some of the ablest of the faculty, they acknowledged
all further assistance to be vain, and one of them warned him,
in a friendly manner, of his approaching end. He received thia



THE MAN OF THE WORLD. 345

intelligence with the utmost composure, as an event which he
had expected from the beginning, thanked the physician for his
candor, and desired that his friends might be summoned around
him, while he had yet strength enough left to bid them adieu.

"When he saw them assembled, he delivered into Bolton’s
hands a paper, which he told him was his will." “ To this,” said
he, “1 would not have any of those privy, who are interested in
its bequests ; and therefore I had it executed at the beginning
of my illness, without their participation. You will find your-
self, my dear Harry, master of my fortune, under a condition,
‘which, I believe, you will not esteem a hardship. Give me
your hand; let me join it to my Lucy’s: there! if Heaven
receives the prayer of a penitent, it will pour its richest bless-
ings upon you. :

« There are a few provisions in that paper, which Mr. Bolton,
I know, will find a pleasure in fulfilling. Of what I have be-
queathed to you, Mrs. Wistanly, the contentment you enjoy in
your present situation makes you independent ; but I intend it as
an evidence of my consciousness of your deserving.—My much
injured friend, for he was once my friend,” addressing himself
to Annesly, “will accept of the memorial I have left him.—
Give me your hand, Sir; receive my forgiveness for that wound
which the arm of Providence made me proveke from your’s;
and when you look on a parent’s and a sister’s tomb, spare the
memory of him whose death shall then have expiated the wrongs
he did you !”—Tears were the only answer he received.—He
paused for amoment ; then looking round with something in his
eye more elevated and solemn, %I have now,” said he, « dis-
charged the world ; mine has been called a life of pleasure ; had
I breath I could tell you how false the title is ; alas! I knew not
how to live. Merciful God! I thank thee—thou hast taught me
how to die.”

At the close of this discourse, his strength, which he had ex-
erted to the utmost, seemed altogether spent ; and he sunk down
in the bed, in a state so like death, that for some time his attend-
ants imagined him to have actually expired. ~When he did
revive, his speech appeared to be lost : he could just make a
fzeble sign for a cordial that stood on the table near his bed ;
he put it to his lips, then laid his head on the pillow, as if resign-
ing himself to his fate.

Lucy was too tender to bear the scene; her friend, Mrs.
Wistanly, led her almost fainting out of the room: ¢ That
grief, my dear Miss Sindall,” said she, ¢ is too amiable to be
blamed ; but your father suggested a consolation which your
piety will allow ; of those who have led his life, how few have
closed it like him !’
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THE CONCLUSION.

EarrLy next morning Sir Thomas Sindall expired. The
commendable zeal of the coroner prompted him to hold an in-
quest on his body ; the jury brought in the verdict—Self-defence.
But there was a judge in the bosom of Annesly, whom it was
more difficult to satisfy : nor could he for a long time be brought
to pardon himself that blow for which the justice of his country
had acquitted him.

After paying their last duty to Sir Thomas’s remains the
family removed to Sindall park. Mrs. Wistanly was prevailed
on to leave her own house for a while, and preside in that of
which Bolton was now master. His delicacy needed not the
ceremonial of fashion to restrain him from pressing Miss Sin-
dall’s consent to their marriage, till a decent time had been

ielded to the memory of her father. When that was elapsed,
KL received from her uncle that hand, which Sir Thomas had
bequeathed him, and which mutual attachment entitled him to
receive.

Their happiness is equal to their merit: I am often a witness
of it; for they honor me with a friendship which I know not how
I have deserved, unless by having few other friends. Mrs.
Wistanly and I are considered as members of the family.

But their benevolence is universal ; the country smiles around
them with the effects of their goodness. This is indeed the only
real superiority which wealth has to bestow; I never envied
riches so much, as since I have known Mr. Bolton.

I have lived too long to be caught with the pomp of declama-
tion, or the glare of an apothegm ; but I sincerely believe, that
you could not take from them a virfue without depriving them
of a pleasure.

END OF THE MAN OF THE WORLD.
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INTRODUCTION.

I HavE formerly taken the liberty of holding some prefatory
discourse with my readers, on the subject of those littl histories
which accident enables me to lay before them. . This ‘is proba-
bly the last time I shall make use of their indulgence ; and even,
if this introduction should be found superfluous, it may claim
their pardon, as the parting address of one who has endeavored
to contribute to their entertainment.

I was favored last summer with a visit from a gentleman, a
native of France, with whose father I had been intimately ac-
quainted when I was last in that country. I confess myself par-
ticularly delighted with an intercourse which removes the barrier
of national distinction, and gives to the inhabitants of the world
the appearance of one common family. I received, therefore,
this young Frenchman into that humble shed, which Providence
has allowed my age to rest in, with peculiar satisfaction; and
was rewarded, for any little attention I had in my power to show
him, by acquiring the friendship of one, whom I found to inherit
all that paternal worth which had fixed my esteem, about a dozen
of years ago, at Paris. In truth, such attention always rewards
itself; and, I believe, my own feelings, which I expressed to
this amiable and accomplished Frenchmen, on his leaving Eng-
land, are such as every one will own, whose mind is susceptible
of feeling at all. He was profuse of thanks, to which my good
offices had no title, but from the inclination that accompanied
them.—+ Ici, Monsieur,” said I, for he had used a language
more accommodated than ours to the lesser order of sentiments,
and I answered him, as well as long want of practice would
allow me, in the same tongue.— Ics, Monsieur, obscur et in-
connu, avec beaucoup dé beinveillance, mais peu de pouvoir je ne
godte pas dun plaisir plus sincere, que de penser, gw’ il y a, dans
aucun coin du monde, un caeur honnéte qui se souvient de mos avec
reconnoissance.”
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But 1 am talking of myself, when I should be giving an account
of the following papers  This gentleman, discoursing with me
on the subject of those letters, the substance of which I had
formerly published under the title of ¢ The Man of the World,”
observed, that if the desire of searching into the records of pri-
vate life were common, the discovery of such collection would
cease to be wondered at. ¢ We look,” said he, ¢ for the histo-
ries of men among those of high rank ; but memoirs of sentiment
and suffering may be found in every'condition.

« My father,” continued my young friend, “ made, since you
saw him, an acquisition of that nature, by a whimsical accident.
Standing one day at the door of a grocery shop making inquiry
as to the lodgings of some person of his acquaintance, a little
boy passed him, with a bundle of papers in his hand, which he
offered for sale to the master of the shop, for the ordinary uses
of the trade ; 'but they differed about the price, and the boy was
ready to depart, when my father desired a sight of the papers,
saying to the lad, with a smile, that perhaps he might deal with
him for his book. Upon reading a sentence or two, he found a
style much above that of the ordinary manuscripts of a grocery
shop, and gave the boy his price, at a venture, for the whole.
‘When hé got home, and examined the parcel, he found it to con-
sist of letters put up, for the most part, according to their dates,
which he committed to me, as having, he said, better eyes, and
a keener curiosity than his. I found them to contain a story in
detail, which, I believe, would interest one of your turn of think-
ing a good deal: If you choose to undergo the trouble of the
perusal, I shall take care to have them sent over to you hy the
first opportunity I can find, and if you will do the public the
favor to di them, as you did those of Annesly and his
children”—My young Frenchman speaks the language of com-
pliment ; but I do not choose to translate any further. It 'is
enough to say, that I received his papers some time ago, and
that they are those which I have translated, and now give to the
world. - I had, perhaps, treated them as I did the letters he men-
tioned : but I found it a difficult task to reduce them into nar-
rative, because the’{h:m made up of sentiment, which narrative
would destroy. only power I have exercised over them,
is that of omitting letters, and passages of letters, which seem
to bear no relation to the story I mean to communicate. In
doing this, however, I confess I have been cautious. I love
myself (and am apt, therefore, from a common sort of weakness,
to imagine that other people love) to read nature in her smallest
character, and am often more apprised of the state of the mind
from very trifling, than from very important circumstances.

As, from age and situation, it is likely I shall address the
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public no more, I cannot avoid taking this opportunity of thank-
ing it for the reception it has given to those humble pages which
I formerly introduced to its notice. Unknown, and unpatronised,
I had little pretensions to its favor, and little expectation of it.
Writing, or arranging the writings of others, was to me only a
favorite amusement, for which a man easily finds both time and
apology. One advantage I drew from it, which the humane may
hear with satisfaction; I often wandered from my own wo in
tracing the tale of another’s affliction; and, at this moment,
every sentence I write, I am but escaping a little further from
the pressure of sorrow.

Of the merit or faults of the composition in the volumes of
which I have directed the publication, a small share only was
mine ; for their tendency I hold myself entirely accountable,
because, had it been a bad one, I had the power of suppressing
them ; and from their tendency, I believe, more than any other
quality belonging to them, has the indulgence of their readers
arisen. For that indulgence I desire to return them grateful
acknowledgments as an editor ; I shall be proud, with better
reason, if there is nothing to be found in my publications that
may forfeit their esteem as a man.






JULIA DE ROUBIGNE;

A TALE.

IN A SERIES OF LETTERS.

LETTER I
Julia de Roubigné to Maria de Roncilles,

« THE friendship of your Maria, misfortune can never deprive
you of.” These were the words with which you sealed that
attachment we had formed in the blissful period of infancy.
The remembrance of those peaceful days we passed together
in the convent, is often recalled to my mind, amidst the cares of
the present. Yet do not think me foolish enough to complain
of the want of those pleasures which affluence gave us; the
situation of my father’s affairs is such as to exclude luxury, but
it allows happiness ; and were it not for the recollection of what
he once possessed, which now and then intrudes itself upon
him, he could scarce form a wish that were not gratified in the
retreat he has found.

You were wont to call me the little philosopher ; if it be
philosophy to feel no violent distress from that change which
the ill fortune of our family has made in its circumstances, I
do not claim much merit from being that way a philosopher.
From my earliest days, I found myself unambitious of wealth or
grandeur, contented with the ‘enjoyment of sequestered life, and
fearful of the dangers which attend an exalted station. Itis
therefore more properly a weakness than a virtue in me, to be
satisfied with my present situation.

But, after all, my friend, what is it we have lost? We have
exchanged the life of gayety, of tumults, of pleasure they call it,
which we led in Paris, when my father was a rich man, for the
pure, the peaceful, the truly happy scenes, which this place
affords us, now he is a poor one. Dependance and poverty
alone are suffered to complain; but they know not how often
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greatness is dependant, and wealth is poor. Formerly, even
during the very short space of the year we were at Belville, it
was vain to think of that domestic enjoyment I used to hope for
in the country; we were people of too much consequence to
be allowed the privilege of retirement, and except those luxuri-
ous walks I sometimes found means to take—with you, my dear
[ mean—the day was as little my own, as in the midst of our
winter hurry in town.

The loss of this momentous lawsuit has brought us down to
the level of tranquillity. Our days are not now preoccupied
by numberless engagements, nor our time anxiously divided for
a rotation of amusements ; I can walk, read, or think, without
the officious interruption of polite visiters; and, instead of
talking eternally of others, I find time to settle accounts with
myself.

yCould we but prevail on my father to think thus! Alas! his
mind is not formed for contracting into that narrow sphere which
his fortune has now marked out for him. He feels adversity
a defeat, to which the vanquished submit, with pride in their
looks, but anguish in theéir hearts. He is cut-off from the en-
joyment of his present state, while he puts himself under the
cruel necessity of dissembling his regret for the loss of the
former. - : :

I can easily perceive how much my dearest mother is affect-
ed by this. I see her constantly on the watch for every word
and look that may discover his feelings ; and she has, too often,
occasion to ohserve them unfavorable. She endeavors and
commonly succeeds in her endeavor, to put en the appearance
of cheerfulness ; she even tries to persuade herself that she
has reason to be contented ; but, alas! an effort to be happy,
is always but an increase of our uneasiness. .

And what is left for your Julia to do? In trath, I fear I am
of little service. My heart is too much interested in the scene
to.allow me that. command over myself which would make me
useful. My father often remarks that I.look grave;: I smile
(foolishly I fear), and. deny it ; it is, I believe, no more than
I used to do formerly ; but we were then in a situation that did
not lead him to observe it. He had no consciousness in him-
self to prompt the observation. . :

How often do I wish for you, Maria, to assist me! There
is something in that smile of yours (I paint it to myself at this
instant) which care and sorrow are unable to withstand ; besides
the general effect produced by the intervention of a third i
in a society, the members of which are afraid to think of one
another’s thoughts. Yet you need not answer this wish of
wine : I know how impossible it is for you to come hither at
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present. Write to me as often as you can; you will not ex-
pect order in my letters, nor observe it in your answers ; I will
speak to you on paper when my heart is full, and you will an-
swer me from the sympathy of yours.

LETTER IL
Julia to Maria.

I amM to vex my Maria with an account of trifles, and those
too, unpleasant ones ; but she has taught me to think that no-
thing is insignificant to her in which I am concerned, and insists
on participation at least, if she cannot alleviate my distresses.

I am every day more and more uneasy about the chagrin
which our situation seems to give my father. A little incident
has just now plunged him into a fit of melancholy, which all
the attention of my mother, all the attempts at gayety which
your poor Julia is constrained to make, cannot dissipate or
overcoine.

Our old servant, Le Blanc, is your acquaintance ; indeed he
very soon becomes acquainted with every friend and visiter of
the family, his age prompting him to talk, and giving him the
privilege of talking.

Le Blanc had obtained permission, a few days since, to go
on a visit to his daughter, who is married to a young fellow
serving in the capacity of coachman at a gentleman’s in.the
neighborhood of Belville. He returned last night, and, in his
usual familiar manner, gave us an account of his expedition this

mo! .

My gather inquired after his daughter ; he gave some short
answer as to her ; but I saw by his face that he was full of some
other intelligence. He was standing behind my father, resting
one hand on the back of his chair, he began to rub it violently,
as if he would have given the wood a polish by the friction. I
was at Belville, Sir,” said he. My father made no reply ; but
Le Blanc had got over the difficulty of beginning, and was too
much occupied by the idea of the scene, to forbear attempting
the picture.

* When I struck off the high road,” said he * to gg down by
the old avenue, I thought I had lost my way ; there was not a
tree to be seen. You may believe me as you please, Sir; but
T declare, I saw the rooks, that used to build there, in a great
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flock over my head, croaking for all the world as if they had
been looking for the avenue too. Old Lasune’s house, where
you, Miss, (turning to me) would frequently stop in your walks,
was pulled down, except a single beam at one end, which now
serves for a rubbing post for some cattle that graze there ; and
your roan horse, Sir, which the marquis had of you in a present,
when he purchased Belville, had been turned out to grass among
the rest, it seems ; for there he was, standing under the shade
of the wall ; and when I came up, the poor beast knew me, as
any christian would, and came neighing up to my side as he
was wont to do. I gave him a piece of bread I had put in my
pocket in the morning, -and he followed me for more, till I
reached the very gate of the house ; I mean what was the gate,
when I knew it ; for there is now a rail run across, with a small
door which Le Sauvre told me they call Chinese. But, after
all, the marquis is seldom there to enjoy these fine things ; he
lives in town, Le Sauvre says, eleven months in the year, and
only comes down to Belville, for a few weeks, to get money to
spend in Paris.”

Here Le Blanc paused in h